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The horse, as comrade and friend LOWTHER, Penrith,5th November, 1917. Dear Mr. Calthrop, I have read your book, which I nowreturn, and deeply regret that I have taken solong to do it, but I have been so very busy.I have now read every word of it, and entirelyagree with practically all that you have said.Also I entirely agree with your views. As regards what I might term " instantaneousbreaking" : to anybody who really under-stands animals, like yourself, it is perfectlyobvious and I quite agree with all you say.I knew Sample and Galvayne and all thosebreaking men very well. Sample was reallyby far the best of them; Galvayne was merelyan imitation, and a moderate one, of Sample. I hope that you will succeed with yourpublication, for it is certainly deserving ofevery success, as it is full of merit, and theprinciples and everything on which you foundyour

system is, in my humble and probablyvalueless opinion, perfectly right. I am perfectly certain that no real curecan be made with a savage animal, except of atemporary character, in which the owner oruser of the horse has not made and given the



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend animal that he is breaking absolute and com-plete confidence and justice. Horses and dogsare like children and at times want correct-ing, but correcting an animal that makes amistake when it knows it is wrong is a totallydifferent thing from abusing and knocking ananimal about, such as one often sees. I have seen some of the much-advertisedmethods of breaking the wildest of remounts.It is true that they are broken, to an extent,but it is their spirit that is broken not theirnature or tempers altered and calmed. Butthe result is, I suppose, satisfactory to thebreaker, but it can only be—and is—tem-porary. However, you go into such detailand so very admirably that it would be im-pertinent to make remarks on what evidentlyyou understand better than I do. Thanking you for having allowed

me to seethe book before it is published, and againwishing it every possible success. Believe me, Yours truly,(signed) Lonsdale.



The horse, as comrade and friend FOREWORD ICOME of a family, who for some hundredsof years have been notable for an exceed-ing love of their horses, and for theirsomewhat remarkable influence over them.No records remain as to the exact nature ofthe methods of horsecraft employed by myforebears, but my own success in my youngerdays in handling and taming all sorts of diffi-cult, tricky and vicious horses—sometimesquite unapproachable by other men—and ofinducing them to lead subsequently virtuousand blameless lives, makes me believe that mypowers are hereditary, and that, ther?fore,my ancestors have probably worked much onthe same lines as I have myself. Owing toage and growing infirmities, I am no longerable to handle, tame and ride wild horses as Ionce could ; but my love for all horses remainsas strong as ever, and, thank

God, so doestheir love for me. The horse that is your friendnever Iets you know that he thinks you old. By a coincidence, I recently received almosttogether several letters from Yorkshire andEssex, in which I was asked to give adviceas to the best methods of breaking horses 1



The horse, as comrade and friend V Foreword three and four years' old, which, on accountof the war, and the scarcity of men, had receivedno kind of handling and were extremely wild.*It has occurred to me that this may be the casewith young horses in many parts of thecountry, and that, therefore, it might be ofuse to many owners, and save horses muchmistreatment at the hands of incompetentgrooms, if I could put in writing, in a wayto be generally understood, the principles ofmy own methods of training. I have seen somuch mishandling and brutal treatment ofhorses, by men who do not understand them,that I should be glad if anything I could writemight perchance save a few horses from suchwrong-doing. My two sons being in the Army,helping to tame the Huns, and my first grand-sons ha ving only just arrived on this planet,it is unlikely that I shall

have the privilegeof imparting my methods to these youngstersby personal instruction; and it has, therefore,been an additional inducement to write thislittle book, in order to hand down such specialknowledge of horsecraft, as I possess, to myown descendants. I have been in many parts of the worldand have seen and studied many methods ofbreaking, training, and taming horses, includ-ing those of quite celebrated tamers, such asCaptain Hayes, Galvayne, Professor Smith, •This Foreword was written in 1917.2



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword and many others of lesser note. In the casesof all of them the spectacular subjugation ofhorses in a few minutes was the leading motif—with an eye to gate money. In a number ofinstances I have taken the trouble to followup the results of these lightning cures, andhave found, in some cases, that after a fewdays the horse had become much worse thanhe was before. I was present when a pro-fessional tamer came out to a British Depend-ency with a great flourish of trumpets, andcollected all the hard subjects in a certaincity for demonstration of the value of histreatment. These included some artilleryhorses, with bad characters for stubbornnessand evil temper. They came upon the ground,giving all sorts of trouble, with half a dozenmen hanging on to each. His system con-sisted of strapping them up, pulling

themdown by main force, beating drums andkerosine tins over their heads, firing of? gunsand the like. When they were stood up again,they were trembling and completely dazed,and one man could, without difficulty, leadeach about in a sort of dull, mechanical manner.This result was claimed as a great triumph forthe system, but ten days later one of the artilleryhorses killed his groom, and the othersdeveloped such appalling ferocity that withina month all were shot. Other rogue horsesin the same city, treated in the same way, 3



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword were found subsequently to be much the worsefor it, and several had to be destroyed. Thesame sequelae foliowed demonstrations inother large cities, and, when this becamegenerally known, the tour of instruction cameto an end. Another lightning tamer, whose demon-strations a good many years ago lof ten attended,certainly had the art of bringing the mostrefractory and impossible animal under com-plete control within a very few minutes. Hehad perfect command of his temper, indomit-able pluck, always spoke to his horses cheerilyand kindly, though firmly ; and had an illimit-able stock of raillery and cajolery, which seemedto be appreciated by even the most ferociousof his exhibits. He was never cruel to hispupils, and, although at first afraid of aningenious shock treatment, which was hisspeciality, they

ended by obviously enjoyingit thoroughly. In conversation he franklyadmitted to me that the sudden quelling of ahorse had little permanent effect; but it wasnecessary for the attraction and entertainmentof his public. For the permanent obliterationof bad habits, he agreed that a long and gradualcourse was necessary; but that would not filla big hall and bring in gate money. I foliowedup a number of cases of horses treated onlyonce or twice at his most interesting show,and although this extremely able expert had 4



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword most effectually overcome their tricks in thearena, I learnt from several of the owners,whose names and addresses he always an-nounced, that, as I had expected, the effectwas only temporary and they could perceiveno permanent improvement. They had ex-pected a permanent cure, without furthertrouble to themselves, and were disappointed.But in none of these cases did I hear of anybad effect being produced. The tamer wasalways willing to advise owners, who sent theiranimals to his exhibition, exactly how totreat them afterwards, and in the case of thefew who had taken the trouble to follow hisinstructions closely, they spoke highly of thepreliminary treatment in the arena as beingthe start of better behaviour, which they hadbeen able, by following the tamer's directions,to make permanent. There is no

doubt that show-taming, unlessfoliowed by better and more intelligent treat-ment of the horses by their attendants, is oflittle service. In this book I endeavour toimpress upon the reader that the best way totrain a horse is by a multiplicity of little steps,each of which is well within the brain capacityof the horse to thoroughly understand ; and towin his confidence and affection to such anextent that, of his own volition, he will dothe things you want him to do. Everything isdifncult if the horse is in antagonism; if he B                                                     5



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword willingly co-operates with you, everything, nomatter how difficult, is made quite easy ofaccomplishment. " It's the way he has widthem" was said of a sunny-hearted Irishhorse-breaker of my acquaintance, whosehorses loved him and did anything he wantedof them. Try the sunny-hearted way—it'sthe right one. The system of slow and gradual training, asdescribed in this book, is set out at length toenable any man or woman, without expertknowledge, to undertake the training of horsesfor their own use, or for sale. For their per-sonal service they would be anxious, no doubt,to make them the most perfect companionspossible, and would be willing to devote con-siderable time to secure the very best results.To those who have sufficiënt leisure, I advisethe very gradual training I have describedas being well worth while; for a

horse so trainedcan be ridden or driven by anybody, andbecomes the most perfect companion andcomrade conceivable. But it is not possiblefor everyone, particularly those in charge oflarge horse-runs and ranches who have tohandle very large numbers of horses, to expendso much time on individual animals; and itmay be well for it to be known that the systemcan be very much speeded up, the more so,if the training is confmed just to essentials.The following are instances. At Secunderabad, 6



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword India, I broke into harness in a single day,and so thoroughly as to give no trouble after-wards, a well-known and very high-spiritedracing pony (Mail-Train) for a friend. AtCastle Connell, Ireland, at the end of a holiday,I came across a well-known three-year-oldentire thoroughbred (Pat Macuncas), withwhose make and shape and jumping avidityI was particularly taken, but who was verywild. My first view of him was, when, startledby my dogcart, he promptly took a five feetstone wall to join some other youngsters inthe next enclosure, although there was an opengateway less than a hundred yards away.His owner, an old farmer, had been over-powered by him and had never taken him outof his pasture, or handled him in any way,since he was a yearling, so I had to buy him ashe stood and train him as quickly as I could.It took

me a day to catch him; I made himlie down at my word on the second day; rodehim on the third and fourth days; and on thefifth day rode him through Limerick, andboxed and shipped him to England. It was avery surprising experience for this horsebrought straight from his pasture, and it wascurious to see how he relied upon me forencouragement and guidanco. With the aid ofa lump or two of sugar, with the virtue ofwhich I had made him acquainted, he foliowedme into the railway horse-box and on board 7



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword the steamer at Cork, without fear, and entirelyof his own accord. On landing him at Liver-pool, I rode him through the dense traffic ofthe streets and on to Freshfield, withoutany untoward incidents. He subsequentlydeveloped great af?ection for me. In reallyexpert hands, any unhandled horse can bebroken to saddle on this system—and so thatthe horse at once regards the rider as hisfriend and protector, and not as his enemy—inthree or four days. But he still requires agood rider, and is not yet anybody's horse.That can only come with time, and furthercareful training of the same sympathetic kind. On horse ranches in the United States, andin Mexico, I have seen " the boys " round up amob of the wildest ponies imaginable, andafter they have corralled them, piek out any Iliked to choose; and, without any kind ofpreparation, lasso,

throw, and saddle themand thus commence their education withoutfurther ado. It's the most magnificent featof equitation to be seen in the wide world—but it's a fight—a thrilling contest of humanand equine brains and endurance. The manwins, but he leaves the horse his enemy. Ihave ridden such ponies, long after the contestand when they are considered broken, but theembittered effect remains. Any stranger tothem is a potential enemy. It has been longbefore such a pony has given me his complete 8 .... ..._.._... ,_._  .... .......,.__.._.— _..._..  ......,._  ........... -_.. ..... .-::



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword confidence, and has treated me as his honouredfriend; but with pains I have accomplished it,and it was worth while in the reward of hisultimate great affection. By contrast, take the case of the Arab horse,who for thousands of generations has beenbrought up in the tent as a member of thefamily. If the tent isn't big enough for thefamily and the mare and her foal, it isn't themare and the foal who have to go and sit out-side. The relationship has been as intimateas that of an Englishman and his dog, for somany thousands of generations, that the braindevelopment of the Arab horse, and his in-telligence, is nearly on a par with that of anEnglish dog. I have seen many thousandsof Arab horses imported from Arabia intoBombay, and, for some years, saw probablyevery one that arrived each season. And thecharacteristic of every one (with

the mosttrifling exception, due to the very rare casesof ill-treatment) was the most perfect comrade-ship with man, pleasure at being taken noticeof, and ready willingness to do everythingthat was wanted of him. I was made welcomein all the Arab stables, and made many dearfriends amongst the horses. The Arab dealeris a gentleman, and he teaches his horse to beeven a better gentleman than himself—sanspeur et sans reproche. For me the Arab horse,every time. There is no horse like him. 9



The horse, as comrade and friend Foreword I hope this book may find its way into thehands of many of " the boys," who have done" their bit" so worthily and well, and whocare for horses. Many have had great andunusual experiences with horses drawn fromevery quarter of the globe and taken to allthe fighting fronts. If they should appreciatewhat I have written, and, if they can spare thetime and would care to write and teil meof their own experiences with horses—andamongst " the boys " are those from the GreatDominions and Colonies, from the States,from Mexico, from India, from every country,and from the Isles of all the Seas—I can teilthem that in no way could they give megreater pleasure than by doing so. I willacknowledge with pleasure every communi-cation to which an address is attached. Manyof them can teil tales of horses, ponies, mules,asses, camels and

other riding, draught andpack cattle in the various theatres of the war.For this reason, I append my private address,in the hope that some of the boys may beprompted to accord me, what I should valueand regard as a great privilege; for such storieswould add so immensely to the informationwhich is coming in from where great deeds arebeing done, and it is all so well worth gathering in. Goldings,               Everard R. Calthrop. Loughton, Essex. 5th May, 1917. 10
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER I BASIC PRINCIPLES OF HANDLINGAND TRAINING THE horses and ponies which come intothe hands of the trainer are of allsorts, ages, heights, shapes and sizes, andtheir tenvperaments and intelligence andmanners are of every possible diversity; asare also their previous experiences of handling—good, bad, and indifferent—on the part ofman. This book has been written, so that anyintelligent person—man or woman—with noprevious knowledge of the methods of educat-ing a horse, or of training and taming badhorses, can undertake to train their own youngstock, or to improve the manners of badlybroken animals, with the certainty of success. As stated in the Foreword, there are manyanimals in this country two or three years old,which, through the departure of men to theFront, have never been handled at all,

andtherefore the typical case has been taken ofhow to break in a particularly wild rand 13



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend nervous unhandled three-year-old horse, and theproblem is dealt with accordingly. It isapplicable to stallions, mares and geldings ofevery sort and of all ages. If there is anyredundancy of explanation, it is hoped tiat, asthe book is primarily written f or persons vithoutmuch knowledge of horses, it may be forgiven. What has first to be done is to attract thehorse's confidence, and then his &ffection.Ponies, horses and cattle, and, in fact, allanimals handled continuously fron birth,acquire this confidence so completdy in theman who loves them and understinds theirnatures as from within, that nothiag that hecan do will either disturb or friglten them.Their affection for him is so strong that eventhe infliction of severe pain, as in necessarysurgical operations, is borne quite patiently,the animals

understanding that from him—the master—it is done for their good. To beable to secure the whole-souled affection of thenoblest animal created—the horse—is a gift andprivilege, of which only those on vhom it is con-ferred can fully appreciate its priceless beauty. To one who has this intimate knowledge ofthe nature of the horse, there is no exercise ofhis powers more thrilling in interest than in thecase of an animal that has grown to adultage unhandled and without knowledge of man.In this country the opportunities of finding 14
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend such an animal, other than hill ponies, arerare, so that, when they do occur, they shouldbe cherished and made the most of, as anenormous amount of pleasure can be got fromobservation of the hereditary defences of thehorse, which, in such an example, are quiteextensiyely developed. The horse is a highly courageous animal,but, throughout the ages, his chief defenceagainst danger has been his extreme vigilanceand ability to escape from trouble, instantly,and at great speed. The nervousness ofhighly-strung horses is an endowment of nature,which in past times has preserved their remoteancestors and the species; so that the lineto be taken with an unbroken adult animal,full of every kind of apprehension of harmfrom man, is such complete disarmament ofsuspicion,

that it is never given the opportunityto develop into active antagonism. The younger the animal is, the easier andmore quickly it can be trained into confidenceand affection. Remember that a whoUyunbroken adult is much less amenable, for ithas an already acquired stock of experience,on which it acts, if scared, with unhesitatingimpulse. It was promptness of decision andaction, as well as speed, which saved its remoteancestors from becoming wolf or lion meat.In approaching this work of breaking in, it ismost necessary to take into full account the 15



The horse, as comrade and friend Rohan, in 1906 Rohan and some of his descendants, 1912 Rohan and one of his sons, 19121 [To face page 15



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend instincts working in the horse's mind; forthere is only one way to perfect success in thehandling of a wild and nervous unbroken, fully-grown horse or mare. Wrongly handled, theanimal is spoilt for life. Rightly handled,the subjection and cure of its nervousness andwildness can be made quite permanent. The nature of the horse, as unbroken, is tosuspect and counter every act of a man ap-proaching it, whom it regards as a potentialenemy. If there are a number of men direct-ing their attention to him and they run, swingtheir arms about, and shout when approachinghim, any doubt upon this point vanishes, andthe horse becomes quite certain that they meanharm to him, and that in prompt escape lies hisonly safety. Realise that this means destructionof all confidence at the very

commencement ofyour entering into relations with him. An advance to an unbroken horse mustalways be oblique and indirect, in absolutesilence, dead slow, and without any movementof hands and arms. Unless the ordinarygroom or helper is drilled into this dead quietand dead slow procedure, he will spoil every-thing at the start. The quickest way of gettingon to good terms with the horse is to do every-thing so quietly and dead slow, that, not onlyis he not scared, but so that he hardly paysany attention to what you are doing. 16
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER II BRINGING THE WILD HORSE ÜPFROM PASTURE THE first problem is to get the un-handled horse from the field to thestable, without the least excitement. Tieup all dogs. If he is very wild and nervous,put a very old and quiet animal, that will inno circumstances kick, into the same field forseveral days to make friends with him. Whenyou see that they are constantly feeding to-gether, shoulder to shoulder, the old horsecan be used as a lead. If possible avoid takingthe unhandled horse by road, for a motor, aload of straw, or a flock of sheep might causemuch difnculty. But perhaps you have to bring up the wildhorse from his pasture without the aid ofanother animal. Then adopt this procedure.Tie up all dogs. It is essential that he shouldnot be scared, so drill your helpers belorehandinto the prime

necessity of absolute silenceand slow movement. It is best that thehorse should be in a field adjoining the straw 19



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend yard, or stable, so that the operation shouldbe limited to the actual corraling. If he hasto be taken through a succession of fields tothe last next the straw yard, have all the gatespropped open. Take your men by a round-about way to the far side of the horse withoutattracting his attention, and then, in extendedorder, begin your drive, which must be executedin dead slow time. You and your men shouldnot walk in a straight line to the horse, butobliquely, backwards and forwards. By andby he will look up from his feeding and willmove away, and start feeding again in anotherplace nearer the gate. As the men come on,he will move further away still nearer thegate, and will begin to realise that there ispressure. This will put him on the alert fordanger, and he will stop feeding to

watchevents. It is essential that he should beinduced to move away, which he will doquietly if he is not excited. The obliquemovement of the men will make him believethat they are not after him, more especiallyif they are instructed not to look at him, butto appear as if they were interested in lookingfor something in the grass—half-crowns per-haps. He wont like their presence and willcontinue to move away, and in course of timewill discover the open gate and walk throughit. If the men had been walking direct on him, 20



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend shouting and waving their arms, his wholeattention would have been so centred on themthat he would not have seen the open gatebehind him, and, in his scared condition, hewould have determined instantly that theonly way of escape was to bolt, through thewidest gap in the advancing line of enemies,into the more open space beyond them. Con-vinced that he was in danger of his life, hewould continue to race round the field, and itwould take him at least a fortnight to getover the experience, and he would retain theimpression that all men were his enemies. But the silent pressure, slow and obliqueadvance, leaves no such impression on themind of a wild unhandled horse. He has beeninconvenienced, but thai is all. When youhave got him into the next field the day's workis done,

because any horse put into a newpasture will gallop all round it in excitedexploration before he quietens down to feed.If of his own accord he goes through the nextgate, well and good, but don't try to forcehim. Your ultimate object is the speediestbreaking of the animal, and by proceedingslowly at the beginning you are in realitymaking the quickest advance. You want toget him into the straw-yard, or stable, with theleast disturbance to his equanimity. If he isterrified by the procedure, you will find himin such a condition of antagonism that it willc                               si



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend take many days, if not weeks, to overcome hisrepulsion to a man. It is speaking, of course,of a wild and most nervous horse that has neverbeen handled, and one that can be permanentlyspoilt if brute force is used. Such a one canonly be trained to lose his nervousness andwildness by methods, which so attract himto you that he will do anything, which you canmake him understand you want done, frompure affection and love of you. He will havegot used to the new field in twenty-f our hours, souse the same method to get him into the next.He was not scared the first day, and on thesecond day he will be easy to manoeuvre intothe next field. If it takes a week to get himup to the straw-yard quite unscared, the timewill have been well spent. KI
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER IIITHE FIRST HANDLING THE best thing is to get him with theold horse into a straw-yard, and for aday leave them together and take no noticeof them, except to bring them a little hay,not too much, because you want both to behungry on the day of the first encounter.The wild animal will have much to distracthis attention, and, if leffc quietly alone, willgo round snorting and smelling everything.The placid demeanour of the old horse will domuch to give him confidence; and in twenty-four hours he will have so assimilated thenovelty of his surroundings, that if you enterthe yard he will be prepared to attend to youand nothing else. This first séance with thewild horse you must carry out by yourself,and no one must be allowed to approach theyard. His attention must be concentrated onyou alone, to the exclusion of every

otherexcitement. Tie up all dogs. Enter with aslittle noise as possible and quite slowly. Bringan armfui of fresh hay with you; sit down 25



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend somewhere in the open, put the hay in frontof you, and await developments. All the time keep perfectly still and don'tmove a hand or a muscle. The old horse willcome up to feed and the wild one will follow,but will keep at a distance, wistfully eyeingthe hay, but not daring to come so close toyou as to reach it. Just sit there quite motion-less, without making the least sound or move-ment, and you will have a most amusing time.With many snorts and strong breathings thewild one will come up, hesitate and breakaway over and over again, but piqued by themunching of the old horse and the smell ofthe hay he will always come back. His objectis the hay, but his eye is on you all the whileand the snorts are tests of the situation. Keepdead still, for you are now breaking the horsefaster than you know. He is

making up hismind about you, and you can teil how he is get-ting on from the character of his snorts. Hewill break away and come back again a dozentimes or more, every now andthen shorteninghisdistance as a try on. All his attention is nowon you, and on one of his returns try the effectupon him of a cheerful chirrup, not too loudto scare. Probably he will jump back with asnort, but if he likes the sound of it he wontbe long away. Placate him by pushing thehay, on one of his absences, so that he findsit a little nearer to him on his return. Have 20



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend patience and play this game to the end, when, ifhe is hungry, he will the quicker snatch his firstwisp of hay and make off with it. Wild horseas he is, you have established confidentialrelations with him, for he has found out that,under certain circumstances, you are not muchto be feared. Keep dead quiet and he willsoon be back for another wisp, which he willagain carry off; and so on, with less nervous-ness and more confidence every time, until,still keeping a watchful eye on you all thetime, he concludes that it is not necessary tocarry it of? and starts munching in earnest.Just sit there and talk to him. After a whilemove your hands and arms, just a little, andvery slowly. He will have his eye on them ;but, at the very first quick movement, he willbe off in panic, and all the snorting businesswill have to be

gone through again; with theadded difficulty that a great suspicion hasarisen in his mind that you are not altogetherwhat he took you to be. On the other hand,if you play your part with great adroitnessand tact, disarming his every apprehension,you may be rewarded with an actual nibbleat a wisp in your hand, extended so slowlythat he almost thinks it grew like that. Thehorse is a beast of splendid courage, andremember that, in this first great interview,this wild thing, in any advance he makes tofamiliarity, is doing violence to all his hereditary 27



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend instincts to get away. If you get him,with a snort, to smell and touch your hand,it is triumph indeed. The presence of theold horse helps matters by his example ofconfidence, and shortens the time of attraction ;but, with patience and the utmost care, thewild horse, even if alone, can eventually beinduced to come up to you and give you thattouch on the fingers, which means the begin-ning of his friendship. After the first touch of his nose on yourfingers, the wild horse will want to touch themagain. Keep your hand perfectly still; andthe second time there will not only be a touch,but a smell as well. It is his way of takingstock of you, and, if the smell is satisfactory,you are a made man as far as he is concerned.If you are sitting or lying on the ground, ahorse will come up to you so much more readilythan if

you are standing up. To a foal, a manlying down is perfectly irresistible. Keepdead quiet, and by devious ways the foal willcome up, and, after a little hesitation, youwill feel somewhere just the tip of a wee softnose. Then somewhere else another touch,and another, and if your savour is good, therefollows a downright good smelling all over.Then that foal is yours ; and you can do any-thing you like with him, provided you makeno sound and all your movements are deadslow. So with the wild horse, the first nervous 28



The horse, as comrade and friend « The Horse, as Comrade and Friend sniff will assuredly be foliowed by another andno doubt a snort. The great art is to keepmost perfectly still. The next touch will bea little bolder, with quite a good smell of yourhand. After two or three smells, very slowlyput your arm down by your side. You havegot a friend now, and the friend's nose will bestretched out hesitatingly, as one who doesnot quite know how the polite attention will bereceived, just to touch your sleeve about theelbow. Encourage all his enquiries, and let himsmell you wherever he likes—he won't hurt you. Then, on one of his absences, slowly standup. This is a new phase to the wild horse, atwhich he is a little alarmed, and all that youdid sitting down will have to be done overagain. It is curious how quickly a horse getsconfidence if all goes right, so the repetitioh,standing,

will take much less time, and at theend you will find yourself able to take littleliberties with him, such as stroking his nose ;first, with a wisp of hay, which he will try toeat, and then, with your fingers. None ofthis time is being wasted. These things arenot trivialities. You are awaking in the horsean interest in yourself personally, and confi-dence that all these strange things you aredoing are meant friendly, and that in no casewill he be hurt. Then for a while pay him no attention at all.Put a headstall on the old horse, tie him up 29



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend so that he cannot move away, pat him, stroke him and handle him all over fore and aft. Give him some hay and generally make a great fuss of him. The wild horse will move off a little way to regard this new thing. He will take full stock of it. He will see this strange biped taking all sorts of liberties with the old horse, and that, so far from the old horse objecting to anything that is being done to him, he loves it. Stroke the old horse's face, his eyes, pull his ears, scratch him under the mane, lift his legs, go all round him, scratch his back, and, when you have done, lean your back against the old horse, piek up a piece of hay, face the wild one, and hold it out to him. He is still hungry, and, ten to one, after a little hesitation, he will come up to you and take it. When it is done, very very slowly

stoop down and piek up some more, and, as slowly rise up. As you stoop down the wild horse will start a little and draw back ; for this is another strange thing, and he does not know what to make of it. Wait a little, and hold the hay out again, and once more he will come up hesitatingly and take it. Repeat this quite a number of times and youwill see the confidence of the wild horse growevery time. This may well end your firstlesson, and, as you go, lead the old horse withyou up to the gate and made a little more fusswith him, before you loose him and go out. 30



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend This also will give the wild horse somethingmore to think about. Let no one else go tothe straw-yard, or much that you have donewill be undone. The next day, tie up all dogs, and do thesame thing. Tie up the old horse and sit downwith the hay at your feet. Hand up a littleto the old nag and the wild one, quite hungry,will not be long before he comes to you forsome. Go through the same programme,which will take much less time, but do notforget to make all your movements just asslow. Now make another advance. Bring aflexible cutting whip with you, and, as you presentthe hay to the wild horse, hold the whip in thesame hand, so that the knob is masked by,but projects just a little beyond the hay. Hewon't take any notice of it, and will go for thehay. As he pulls at the hay let the

knobend just touch the side of his face. He maydraw back a little, but he will again come forthe hay, so let it touch him again. He willsoon get used to it, and you can push the knobend out a little further, to touch his cheek.It will annoy him a little at first, but he willsoon get used to it and won't bother so longas he gets the hay. Gradually push the knobout further so that you touch him gently onthe side of the neck. He doesn't like it verymuch, but resigns himself to the annoyanceon account of the hay, and in a little while 31



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend you will be able to rub him on the neck quitehard. Go through it all again two or threetimes, so that he is quite used to seeing the whipand being rubbed by it on the face, cheek andneck. Do it on the other side, progressingjust as gradually. Now take the hay in onehand and the whip in the other, and, slowlyand gently, go, through the process with thewhip in full sight, every movement being deadslow. Turn the whip round so that you presentthe flexible end to him, repeating the process,first with one hand and then with the other.By this time he will have ceased to make anyobjection to being rubbed by the whip, and youcan gradually extend the range of operationsto his shoulders, wither, and chest. Thenwhile you do this begin to talk to him cheerilyand watch his eyes and the play of his

ears.With experience, if you watch both, you canalmost teil what a horse is thinking of. Next day, after tieing up all the dogs, in asort of House-that-Jack-Built progression gothrough the whole thing again, from the verybeginning. The horse's strongest point is hismemory, and he will know quite well what iscoming and will raise little if any objection.In fact, by this time, his confidence in youwill have so increased that you can go towork more boldly with the whip-rubbing part.He will have got to like it, and, by holdingthe hay a bit back, he will come much closer 32



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend to you ; so that you can rub his back andflanks with the whip and occasionally touchhis neck with your fingers. The finger touchesat first should be as light as possible, andinfrequent. It is a great concession on thepart of the wild horse to allow you to touchhim at all, and you must give him time to thinkabout it and consider whether any outrage isintended, or not. With the first light touches,he won't be sure whether anything was in-tended or not, but, as they go on withouthurting him in any way, he will conclude thathe has no reason to object. Now any horse, when he comes up fromgrass, has a more or less itchy skin, and theskin of a wild horse, who has always froma foal been in the open, will be more so. Fromthe light touches proceed to light rubs, andwatch his eyes and ears. As long as

his earsare forward, all is well. Half-way down theneck is the best place to begin to rub withmore pressure. If he likes it he will keep hisears forward; if he is not sure, one ear will beforward and the other a bit back ; if he doesn'tlike it, both ears will be momentarily broughtback, with just a gleam of white in the eye.But he has suffered many things at your hands,which at first he hardly approved but turnedout better than he expected, so that, even onthis mighty question of the actual touch of thebiped, he is inclined to risk consent, and 33



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend eventually does do so. Imperceptibly turnthe rubbing into the gentlest scratching. Itmay be a great coup—the greatest coup. Ifhe stops eating hay to rub his neck againstyour nails, you have got him body and soul.You have only got to extend the area of theoperation judiciously, inch by inch, across theshoulders keeping well below the wither, thenupwards to the middle of his back, to havehim in a state of perfect ecstasy. He willutterly surrender to you, forgetful of everyother consideration, if only he can enjoy thatperfectly entrancing scratching of his back.Begin it gently with the one hand, and as herealises that this particular place that he has neverbeen able to get at himself, is actually goingto be scratched for him, as he had neverdreamed in his life to get it titillated, he willbend down and give

you his whole-souledco-operation for just as long as you like to con-tinue the contract. Get both hands on to thejob, and the harder you scratch the morehe will love it. The back scratch has an extraordinary effectupon him. He will turn his head slowly toone side, and then to the other. He will drawdown his head and his neck pulling them back,with all the muscles taut, until he looks like aGreek horse on the frieze of the Parthenon.He will stretch his nose out and curl up hislip, as though he were trying to ape an ele- 34



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend phant's trunk. He will waggle his ears aboutand close his eyes ; open his mouth, and stretchout his tongue; stand on one leg, and then onanother; stamp with them; go down on hisknees in a paroxysm of ecstasy, get up again,and even lie down. Stop, even for a moment,and he will look round to enquire why all thisjoy has come to an end; will jog you with hisnose, and present his back forrenewedattention. Then with one hand, still titillating hisback, with the other scratch his mane, thewhole of his neck, his chest, his flanks, hisgirth, and especially his forelegs as far as youcan reach, lifting them at the knee if he willallow you. He will want you to do it allagain, and this time, facing his shoulder, getyour hands on either side of his neck, scratchit all 'over; then get to his shoulders and up tothe

wither. Then press your weight againsthis chest and shoulders, as your hands passover the wither on to his back. He won'tobject, and will most probably return thepressure to help you to get your fingers furtheralong his back. Walk slowly away and he will come afteryou. Let him come up to you, and scratchhim a little again, and go on. He will followyou, so stop and give him some more. Bringhim right up to the gate, give him a last scratchon the back and vanish. There will be a wildhorse with his head over the gate, looking to ss



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend see where that perfectly beautiful man hasgone. *             *             *             *              * It is enough to know the scheme and princi-ples of this first handling. It can be varied,in respect of its details, to suit the peculiaritiesof every kind of horse. It is applicable toevery horse of every age—stallions, geldings,mares, foals and fillies. The younger theyare, the more quickly they respond to itsinfluence. Its great merit is that the animalis at full liberty, and under no kind of con-straint. The horse responds because he wants torespond. There is no coercion. The mostsavage stallion, brutalised and terrorised bythe most ignorant of grooms, whose onlymethod of handling him has been with apitchfork, will respond to it in time, as soon ashe learns that you are of a different order tothe cruel

beast who has had charge of him.Confidence comes first, and affection follows. Of all the animals on earth none has beencreated of such nobility of character, not evenman, for there is nothing mean about thehorse—and there are many mean men. Watchthe poorest of half-starved beasts in the Londonstreets, ribs showing through scars ; look at theexpression of his eyes and the curves of hismouth as he struggles with a load infinitely 86
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend too heavy for him ; think of the bodily weaknessbraced up in that poor small body by a mostmagnificent courage; striving to pull and tokeep on pulling—till he falls. The curves andplay of the muscles of the mouth of a horse,pulling his best, teil of the courage and greatsoul that is in him. Wounded, in pain, suffer-ing hunger and thirst, waiting for the end,there can be no more pathetic picture of hard-ships borne unflinchingly with patience andperfect dignity. All horses are fit for heaven ;but only a few men. Few can get close enough to the mind andsoul of a horse to appreciate to the full hownoble and beautiful is his character. Topossess the whole-souled affection and love ofa horse, and many are capable of the greatestaffection, is an exquisitely perfect experience.To have the power of attracting

such af?ection,and to know how to reciprocate it, is privilegeand pleasure beyond all price. 87
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER IV THE SECOND HANDLING THE scheme of the first handling hasbeen the voluntary attraction of thehorse, when at full liberty, to the trainer.At its end the old horse can be removed fromthe straw-yard. There is no longer any advan-tage in his presence; as the wild horse, whoto you is no longer wild, has now no fear of youand will welcome your coming. He will of hisown accord come right up to you at the gate,and, in a day or two, will salute your arrivalwith a delighted neigh. The scheme of the second handling is thevery gradual coercion of the horse, until youhave full control of his movements. Like thefirst handling, it must be done so slowly andgradually that he does not realise that he isbeing coerced or controlled. You must somanoeuvre things that he does voluntarilywhat you want him to do. When a horsegets really

fond of you it is a pleasure to himto do for you whatever you can make himunderstand you want him to do. Some horses 41



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend —Arabs for instance—have much greater in-telligence than others, and can grasp quickerwhat you want done ; but in every case, inorder that you should the more clearly conveyto the willing mind of the horse what you wanthim to do, the steps of advance should alwaysbe very small. It is the splendid memory ofthe horse which is your greatest help in train-ing him, for he will never forget anything youteach him. He will remember all the littlesteps of advance of a most complex course,up to the apex of some really wonderfui circusachievement. Once the horse really loves you,he will do for you willingly, and take a pridein doing it, no matter how difficult, anythingof which he is anatomically capable. Thatis the sole limitation. Provided you can plotout a scheme in little steps, going continuouslyright

up to the most sensational spectaclethat could possibly be thought out for him,he will do it, if anatomically he is capable ofdoing it. He will do all this out of pure love of you,but it is a great help and saving of time if youcan give him a little reward for his efforts toplease ; and he will love you all the more andattend to you all the more intelligently if youdo so. Keep an old coat with a sugar pocketin it, and don't be afraid to put your hand init. Talk to him exactly as if you were tryingto teach a young child. You will be astonished, 42



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend if you constantly use the same words for thesame action, how quickly he will understandwhat you say to him. Keep a cheery voice forhim all the time, for he will love your voiceand attend to it right promptly. Watch hisears; the play he makes with them, when heis trying to understand you, is a treat to see.It is the inflections of your voice which hefollows the most readily. A rough wordspoken to him will send up his heart beatstwenty a minute. Don't do it. At the mostuse a tone of surprise or remonstrance. It isquite enough. The above is by way of preliminary. Theold horse has gone, and you have your discipleto yourself for the first time. Tie up all dogs,then go through all the previous performancesagain right up to the scratching, to which hewill surrender himself still more freely. Standat his

shoulder and scratch gradually alonghis mane up to his ears. Try to scratch be-tween them and down to his forelock. Hemay not like it at first, but persevere. Go upagain to the forelock and scratch very gentlyat the root of the ears. First time, he willshake his head and move away. This wasjust a bit too much. Don't move after him,but stand where you were. He will come backto you. Keep steady and do nothing. Thisis disappointing. He will shake his head onceor twice, and out will come that soft nose for a 43



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend smell. Still do nothing. This is strange, andthe nose will be rubbed against you to wakeyou up. Wake up, step to the shoulder, anddo a little pacifying back scratching, carry italong the neck and up to the forelock and earagain. You have got to have that ear andboth of them. Persevere, you will get them both. Use judgment in these matters. Don't riskreal annoyance. Go back to something else.You will get your way in time, and the soonerfor not worrying him. Don't let any séancebe too long. Walk away from the horse andsit down. He will go and munch a bit of hay.Leave him to it for a while. Don't let therebe too much hay, and when he has finished ithe will move about and eventually come upfor some more conversation with you. Have a little surprise for him. Althoughhe has been a wild horse at grass all

his life,he has had a bit of chop with oats, broughtto the field manger in winter time, and knowswhat oats are. Have a few in a basket. Myhat, he says, this fellow who scratch es myback actually has OATS ! You will rise in hisestimation one thousandfold on the spot. So you are a Scratcher and Master of Oats !And, from such a man, much can be endured.You haven't got to the sugar stage yet, so fora while keep oats in the sugar pocket. Scratchthe back; go down to the chest; go on to theforearm; scratch the knee, rub the cannon



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend bone; go down to the pastern. First two orthree times when you get to the pastern, hewill lift up his foot and make a sweep in theair. It will amuse him, and, when you getto the knee next time, he will make a sweep atonce. Put your hand in your pocket andbring some oats out. He will go for thema little roughly, waste most, but will get someand vote you a very decent fellow; so that,when you go for the knee again and he liftsit up, he will allow you to hold it up and shakeit. He will respond with the sweep, so slipyour hand down to the pastern and hold hisleg out as straight as you can. Do it two orthree times, and he will be quite interestedin the new game and let you do it freely. Nexttime, run the left hand down to the pastern,and, when you lift the near leg up, rest it onyour own knee, and, with the right

hand,scratch his knee and the forearm, topside andbottom, and inside and outside. He will likeit, and in a little time you can take libertieswith his leg, bending his knee and bringing thefoot up to the elbow, and shaking it there.Besides his neck and ears, you are now masterof his near fore leg; and, if, each time youplay this game, it ends with half a mouthfulof oats, he is ready to take his part in it just asof ten as you like. The leg lifting game is, however, but thepreliminary to by far the most important 15



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend adventure in the training course you are carry-ing out. You have grown to be his delightfulcompanion and playfellow, and he is not a bitafraid of you ; but you are going to demonstrateto him (by illusion) that you are by far thestronger animal physically, and that, althoughyou are so strong that you have been able todown him with ease, you have not hurthim the least bit, and, so far from doingso, have petted and comforted him in the mis-fortune which has so surprisingly overtaken him.



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend In preparation for this exploit you haveprovided yourself with the strap of the dimen-sions shown in Fig. 1 of this sketch. In Fig. 2 its application is shown to the nearforeleg, which it tightly holds up, so that thehorse is on three legs. Nothing that he cando can displace it. To use it, have the buckleoutside ; slip the tail piece through the legs ;bring it round the near pastern ; pass it throughthe ring, and tighten on the pastern, holdingthe tailpiece in the left hand. Lift the footup to the elbow with the right hand, at thesame time pulling the strap up taut with theleft hand on the inside of the forearm. Throwthe tail piece over the top of the forearm as nearthe chest as possible, the foot being kept up bythe pull on the strap, and with the right handpass the strap through the buckle and tightenup to

the nearest hole. It must be fairlytight when the foot is released.* *In an enclosure where no harm can befall him, it is muchbetter that the horse should be thrown, or rather throw him-self, as deseribed here, with a single legstrap on the near fore-leg. The psychologioal effect upon the unbroken horse isbetter ; but when it is desired to throw a broken horse in theopen field with bridle or training halter upon him, then, afterstrapping up the near foreleg to put him on three legs, passthe buckle end of a long strap over the pastern of the offforeleg, draw it tight, so that it cannot slip off the pastern,and pass it over the horse's back, so that you hold it in yourright hand while you hold the bridle in your left, facing thehorse's shoulder. If you are young and active, you canbring the biggest horse down in about twenty minutes, leaving 47



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Try slipping the legstrap on the old horsefirst, not on the disciple. There is a knaek inputting it on, and, with practice, it can be doneso swiftly that the horse has no time to resist. Pat him and stand aside. He won't knowat all what to make of it. He will probablyput his nose down and touch his knee, to tryand understand what has happened. Then hewill throw his head up, and strike out withthe bound foreleg, a dozen times. No good.He will make a step forward with the free fore- the impression upon him that, as an animal, you are physic-ally so much stronger than he is that it is useless for him toresist you. The good impression is formed by the massageand petting which you give him when he is lying exhaustedand helpless on the ground. The action is commenoed by arearward

pull on the bridle, which will cause the horse tolift the off fore foot from the ground. At that instant youpull up the strap fastened on the pastern on the off forelegand hold it tightly in your right hand, so that he cannotstraighten the off foreleg. He then comes down on bothknees (on which you have put knee-caps) and the fight begins.He will rear and come down again on his knees, and will con-tinue this until, steaming with perspiration, he becomes socompletely exhausted that he can rear no more; and youpull him over on his side. Then carry on, as related in thischapter. This handling of a horse and the subsequent pet-ting has the very remarkable effect, upon even the most vicioushorse, of imbuing him with a strong personal affection foryourself, and when you allow him to get up, he will not leaveyou, but will follow you anywhere, just like a dog.

Althoughthe author has thrown many hundreds of horses in thismanner, and the flghts put up by some have been phenomenal,he has never known a horse to be strained or receive any otherinjury, nor has he injured himself. Begin with a small pony,who will most efficiently teach you all the points of the game. 48



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend leg, and again strike out with the bound leg.Still no good. He will snort and get a bitexcited and hop forward half a dozen times,stop, and strike out with the bound leg for allhe is worth. Still no good. He may rearfour or five times and swing round on his hindlegs, come down and strike out again. Hewill begin to sweat and steam, and the morehe rears and strikes out the better, for he is fatand is taking it out of himself. Keep quitestill and don't move about. All the whilehe will keep an eye on you, connecting you insome way with his predicament, not resentfully,but not understanding how you have put thisspell upon him. Up he will rear again andswing away from you, then hop half wayround the yard, the heavy going helping totake more out of him. He will come to astand, draw

himself up and look at you. Aboutnow begin to speak to him with a tone in yourvoice of commiseration. Move a step or twotowards him, speaking very kindly. Quitelikely he will come up to you and rub his headagainst your shoulder. Pat him, for he is introuble, and he will appreciate your sympathy.Then move back again. He will shake thebound leg again and bite perhaps at the upheldknee, for the unbalanced weight is tiring themuscles of his chest and shoulders. Oncemore he will brace himself up to the effort offighting his bonds, striking out with perhaps 49



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Fricnd more energy than before. By this time hewill be drenched with sweat and steaming inclouds, while here and there on his body areflecks of white foam. He is getting deadlytired, and the pains of fatigue in his musclesare increasing. As he hops round the yardthere is a tendency, now and then, to drop thebound leg, so you may be sure it won't be longbefore he gives in. Keep on talking to him,and follow him round on the inside of hiscircle just a yard or two away, and stop whenhe stops. He will turn his head round andlook at you. Give him a gentle rub on thenose and a pat or two on the neck, and, inresponse, he will give a f eeble wag or two of theleg. Now incite him to go on, and, if hehesitates, give him a little tap behind with thewhip. He won't go far. Pat him on the neckand start

him again with quite a gentle tap.He may make a last attempt to rear, but itwill be too much for him, and, when he comesdown, he will do so on both knees, and withhis nose on the ground to help to steady him.There, quite likely, he may stop for a quarterof a minute or longer. Talk to him, but don'tgo too near him, as the relief from the strainon his muscles may encourage him to get upagain, and, if so, he will almost certainly swinground and attempt another high rear. Butit will be his last effort, and when he comesdown it will be on his knees, and he will roll 50



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend right over on his side, in a state of entire ex-haustion and collapse, and eovered with foam.He will shut his eyes and lie motionless, like adead thing. The fight may last from half an hour to anhour, aecording to the condition and dis-position of the horse. The more the horsefights and wearies himself, the quieker it willbe over; and the more good it will do to him,for the effect will be the more decisive. Nearlyall horses fight well, and sometimes you willget a magnificent display from a hero whowon't give in. Somewhat rarely, you willeome across an equine Conscientious Objectorwho will show very little fight, and will becontent to hop about on three legs for quite along time, and even occupy himself in lookingout for wisps of hay, but they all do lie downsooner or later and become

amenable to thetreatment now to be described. No instancesare known of horses injuring themselves in thisform of subjugation. The horse is not fright-ened at any time from start to finish, for he isfree to do what he likes. It is not at all thesame thing as throwing a horse forcibly, withhalf a dozen men struggling with ropes andshouting around him, to his mortal terror.In the system set out in these notes, brutalityand terrorising is ruled out of court—absolutely. It is not only morally wrong toterrorise an animal so highly organised as the 51



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend horse, but it is an act of sheer idiotcy, if theruffian, who perpetrates it, desires the horseafterwards to become his willing servant. It is somewhat remarkable that, althoughthe horse undoubtedly always connects youwith his fight and believes that it is your powerand strength which vanquishes him, he nevershows the slightest tracé of resentment, andwill always freely offer his leg to be strappedup on the subsequent occasions. He is agenerous-hearted beast. When you have the horse lying down soexhausted that he is lost to the world,- thenarrivés your great opportunity. Approachhim so that he can see you when you speak tohim. Kneel down slowly at his head, and sayto him all the kind and endearing things youcan think of. Rub his forehead and pass theflat of your hand over

his eyes, rub his nose,his cheeks, and, if you have had previouslyany dimculty with them, especially his ears.Open his lips and play with them. Put yourhand through the bars of his mouth and touchand handle his tongue. Nothing whateverthat you do to him will he resent. Massagehis head all over, talking to him all the while,and when you have finished with his head riseup very slowly and pass round to his back,kneeling down again behind his mane. Fromthis new position massage his head once more,still talking to him. Then take the neck, 52
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The horse, as comrade and friend Tlie Horse, as Comrade and Friend massaging it all along from the head to theshoulder, continuing your conversation atintervals. Move now to the wither and massagethat, then all along and around his body,beginning at his spine and gradually workingover his flanks to his stomach. Every nowand then go back to his head, and run yourhands over his ears, eyes, and nose, with afew more words. Work lightly along the neckand back to where you left of? before. Pathim all along, and increase the strength of thepats until they are almost spanks. There isnot a single square inch of his body that youmust leave untouched. Pass your handsbetween his forelegs along his stomach to hissheath and between his thighs. Massage hisrump and his tail. Move it about and handleit well. Go back and handle his gullet

andthroat. You will find he is still keeping hiseyes shut, in supr?me enjoyment of what youare doing to him. He has experienced theweight of your body, when you were leaningover to massage his chest and stomach. Leaveoff work for a bit and very gently sit on hisshoulder, keeping your hands playing abouthis neck and mane, and speaking to him.Get up and go round his head once more, play-ing with his face, run down the neck to theshoulders and chest; and now begin to handlehis forelegs, rubbing them up and down, pinch-ing the tendons, and finishing with his feet. e                                              53
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Leave the strap on the near foreleg alone.When the forelegs are finished go behind himagain to his rump, and work along his buttocks,stifles, and thighs, inside and out, and downto his hoeks, legs and feet. The whole processtakes from twenty to twenty-five minutes. Go back and sit on his shoulder, watchevents, and give him an occasional pat. Hewill have opened his eyes when you sat downon him and closed them again. Keep quiet,and he will gradually realise that the massageperformance is over, and with it his greatfatigue has passed away. But he is feelingso comfortable, and he likes your little at-tentions so much, that he is not especiallykeen to get up. When he is nearly ready, hewill open his eyes wide and perhaps shift hishead a little to try and get a squint at you.Get up

slowly, keeping a hand on his withers,and he will probably roll up on to a level keel.Move a step forward, talk to him and play withhis mane and neck, and he will probably becontent to remain like that for a minute ortwo before attempting to rise. The near leg is still strapped up, and, assoon as he puts out the of? fore in the attemptto get up, stand aside and let him do so. Nowhe will do one of two things; and you cannever be quite sure which. He will eithermake three of four attempts to get up, and,finding his near leg still bound, will give it up 54



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend and throw himself on his side again, or he willsucceed in getting up and, feeling refreshed,will have a bit more fight. But the secondfight won't last long, and, remembering howpleasant it was when he was down, he soonsubsides. In either case, do a bit of massage againespecially of the head and ears, which willplease him, and take this opportunity tohalter him, which you can easily do, for, bybunching the halter and rubbing his headand ears with it to get him accustomed to itsfeel and smell, he will think it is part of themassage process. Keep on rubbing his facewhile you slip it on, and he won't know any-thing about it. Encourage the horse to get on a level keelagain and sit on his back, and, while there,get a little tension on the halter rope, whichshould lie on the off side of his neck.

Nowfor the oats again ! Lean over as you sit andgive him a smell of the oats with your righthand, and pull on the halter rope with theleft. Ordinarily he might resist the pull; butthe smell of the oats brings his head roundsharp, and you must hold him with bent neck,with the left hand, while he eats them out ofyour right hand, and asks for more. Give himsome more, keeping his neck well bent withthe halter. After he has finished the oats,move back from him and, using both hands, 65



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend pull hard, but not jerkily, on the halter. Withhis bent neck you have an enormous leverageon him, and, even if he is the biggest ShireStallion in Great Britain, he has got to rollover on his side again. Do this several times.Get him up on to the level keel, sit on hisback and play with him a bit, and then with astrong pull bring him down on his side again.The oftener you repeat this, the more thehorse will realise his utter inability to resist.From the first he has had a dim idea that itwas you who were holding his leg up so that heeould not get it free, and, now that you pullhim over like this, no further evidence isnecessary, and he is quite certain of it. Heis convinced that you are an animal so enor-mously stronger tiian he is, that it is quite hope-less to attempt to resist you ; and besides, whyshould

he resist you, when you have provedso conclusively to him that, no matter whatstrange things you do to him, he will not onlynot be hurt, but will derive great pleasurefrom all your various handlings ? You have now established the followingposition in your horse's mind :— (a.) You are an amusing and delightful companion, whom it is a pleasure to be with.(&.) You know about and produce hay, when he is hungry; water, when he is thirsty; but, above everything else, 56



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend you smell of OATS, carry OATS, and actually give OATS with your hand ! (c.) You are enormously stronger than he is. Nevertheless not only do you not hurt him, but you give him all sorts of strange pleasures he has never known before. (d.) It is safe and pleasant to trust any part of his body to be handled by you. (e.) It is safe, and not unpleasant, to allow you to lean, lie and sit upon his body.(ƒ.) When a strange pull from you comesupon the head, it has to be obeyedand foliowed because it must. Any-way, why any resistance, when noth-ing to hurt follows ?A dog looks upon a man as a God immeasur-ably above him, and fawns upon him. Ahorse, in the most perfect and intimaterelationship with a man, regards him as hisequal, his honoured comrade, to whom it ishis delight to give

precedenee and to serve,but socially his equal and no more. It is justhis most beautiful sense of equality andcomradeship, which, when a man has the witor gift fully to perceive and understand it,makes the horse such a priceless companionand friend. To win the real active love of ahorse is a wonderful experience, something toremember and be thankful for, for all one's life.It is so pure and unselfish. He will do any- 57



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend thing for you, which you can make him under-stand you want done. He will protect you,and savage anything that tries to attack you.Love illumines his intelligence, and the storiesof the horse pieking his wounded master upby his clothing, and carrying him off the battle-field to safety, are true. You have got your horse pulled over on hisside. He is not the least bit afraid of you,and you ean take any kind of liberty with him.If you are young and lusty you can now makea great coup, which will save a whole heap oftime. Carry the halter rope round the neck,and tie the loose end to the other side of thehalter noee band, to make a bridle and rein.*Undo the strap on the near foreleg, straightenout the leg and massage it thoroughly, whichwill be a great relief to the horse. Go behindhim, get on

his body and encourage him toroll up on a level keel. Put your arms roundhis neck, play with him and encourage him torise. He will do so, but continue to talk tohim and to make play with your hands, togive him time to make up his mind about thisstrange thing on his back. Never let activetrouble with a horse have a chance of arising.If there is the least risk of it you can alwaysteil, and " right there" do something thatfavourably distracts the horse's thoughts into ?The author has developed a halter especially designedfor horse-taming and training operations. f»8



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend another channel. It is so much easier toavoid than to overcome trouble. Fetch out ahandful of oats, hold it out to him in the righthand and pull his head round to it by the halter-bridle. He recognises that the weight on hisback is the Master of Oats, and all risk oftrouble is at an end. Pat him and make agreat fuss with him, and work about a bit onhis back for a little ; then ask him to moveon. Lo ! you are riding the wild horse andthe odd thing is that he makes not the faintestobjection ! Take him all round the straw-yard,backwards and forwards, stop him, move himon again until he responds promptly to everydirection and indication of your will. Thenslip down slowly from his back, pet him somemore, and administer just a trifle of oats.Move off, and he will follow you. Whereveryou go he will

follow, with his nose a little inadvance of your elbow, and, when you stophe will stop, and most probably rub his noseor neck against you. As the quickest meansof promoting confidence, affection, and smartresponse to your desires, the throwing of thehorse and the massage which follows, exactlyas in the methods described, cannot be evenapproached by any other system of treatment. Untie the halter rope, and move off againwith it in your hand. He will follow as before,close up to you, without any pull on the rope,just because he likes to be near you. But 59



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend you want to teach him the pull, and to attendto it. Move off at right angles to his course ;because, in so doing, you exert the maximumof leverage on his neck. He will come roundand in three or four minutes he will have learnedthat he is to foUow the pull wherever it leadsand will assist in this new game with all goodwill and pleasure. When you bid him adieu atthe gate, he will cry out in distress because hecannot follow. Repeat the whole process on three orf our days.The second day there may be a bit of a fight,and on the third still less. On the fourthday he will probably lie down within half aminute of the strap being put on. Now say" lie down " to him each time in a voice ofauthority, and, in a week, he will do so, bygiving him the word and lifting up his nearfoot. In eight or ten days, say the

word andtap the near leg with the whip, and you willfind it sufficiënt. In a fortnight, he will liedown to the word of command alone. The First and Second Handlings should becarried out by yourself alone, for it is of para-mount importance that the horse should giveyou his undivided attention all the time. Ifyou wish any spectators of your prowess, theymust be concealed from the horse and keepperfectly quiet. Peepholes or a lattice meetthe case ; but above all tie up that infernal dog. 60 ... _„_ _______ ...........______*—
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER V TRAINING TO SADDLE IF you have effected the coup suggestedat the end of the last chapter, andbacked your horse as he rosé at the endof the massage séance, you will have verylittle trouble in training him to saddle. Butfor various good reasons you may have pre-ferred not to attempt this, although, as amatter of fact, it is attended with very littlerisk, either as to the unsettling of the horse,or of damage to yourself. If you elect notto try it—proceed with the haltering of thehorse as first directed, but leave the end of thehalter rope loose and throw it on his neck.Instead of riding him round the straw-yard,let him follow you quite loose, which he willdo, and stop, when you stop. Then take theend of the halter, keeping it slack, and let himfollow you again without any pull. Make thefirst pull at right angles

to his centre line andproceed as before. Repeat the programme for the next threeor four days, and, when he is thoroughly used 63



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend to the haltering and takes no notice of it, bringin a bridle and single reins, with a big snafflebit. You have already handled his mouth,lips and tongue a lot, so you will have littletrouble. Let him see the bridle and reins,which you should bundie up, and let him smellthem all he wants. Rub his neck and headwith the bundie while he is lying on his side,and he will think it is some new variation ofthe massaging process and will remain quiteunconcerned. Let him get up on the even keel.Get the bit warm in your hand, or by pressingit on his neck to get the chili off, and, whileyou are playing with his mouth, just slip it inand go on massaging. He may not like itand may resist a little; if so, remember theoats, and he will forget all about the bit in hiseagerness to get at the oats. While he

ismunching and thinking only of the oats, getthe bridle gently over his ears and on his head,and buckle the throat-lash. The bit will botherhim a little at first; but give him a few moreoats and go on massaging, and by and byhe will get quite used to this new disagreeable,and forget all about it. With the bridle now on, pull him gentlybut forcibly from the even keel position on tohis side, remembering to first bend his neckto get the leverage, which, whether he likesit or not, will make him come. He had gotused to the halter pull and responded cheer- 64
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend fully and without hesitation; but on thisoccasion you must be prepared to have to userather more force, because the bit may hurthim a little and he may resist. Slack the pullthe moment he is down, go to his head andmake a fuss of him. He will forget all aboutthe casual nip of the bit. Let him get right up, and leave the reinloose on his neck. He will give renewedattention to the bit, which he champs anddoesn't like. A few more oats, and strokehis nose and pat his neck. Gently bring therein past his ears and over his head, and putit back again on his neck. Do this severaltimes, until he takes no notice of it. Thenwith the rein quite slack, move ahead andhe will follow you. Go through the samemanoeuvres as with the halter, until he is inall circumstances porfectly accustomed to

thebridle and bit.* Now to prepare him for the saddle. Get arug circingle, show it to him and let him smellit all he wants. Bundie it and let him smellit again. Rub his head with it, then along hisneck on to his back. Talk to him all thewhile. Run your arms through the rein, until * A course of the use of the Cavasson bit for mouthing, toharden the mouth and gums, can be interposed here for thosewho prefer this system ; but the author has broken so manyhorses and ponies to the bit in the simple manner desoribed,giving them quite perfect mouths, that the Cavasson bitcourse is not essential. 65
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend you get the least pull on his mouth with yourelbow, and can hold the bundled circingle withyour left hand. With your right, lower thestrap end of circingle slowly down his off side,taking care that it doesn't flap about. Loweruntil the whole length is on the off side, depend-ing from the buckle end held in the left hand.Scratch him on the back with the right hand,then slowly, backwards and forwards, goinglower along his near side down to his stomach.Keep on rubbing with your wrist, while youstretch your right hand under the stomachto lay hold of the circingle, and, when you havegot it, continue the rubbing with your knuddesuntil, on the near side, you have raised thestrap end up to the buckle held in the lefthand. Buckle it gently without any squeezingand take him for a walk

round the yard. Bringhim to a stand and tighten the straps a little,and go for another walk. Repeat this untilyou have got the circingle well tightened up. Get a stout sack, sew up the mouth end andmake a small opening in the middle of one side.Place the sack lengthways across his back,so that the opening lies uppermost just abovehis spine. Tie the sack to the top of the cir-cingle so it cannot süp off. Through thecentral opening put a stone weight of potatoes,half on each side. Take the horse by thebridle and walk and trot him round the yard.Put in another stone of potatoes, half on each 66



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend side, and take him round. Gradually increasethe weight until you have four or five stone ofpotatoes on each side. You have thus nearlythe weight of a man on his back. He willmake no objection. Make him lie down, un-buckle the circingle and pull the load off hisback. Next day bring a saddle in, with girths,stirrup leathers, and irons. Show them to thehorse and let him smell them all he wants.Rub the saddle along his neck, raise it at thewither and lower it on to his back. He willremember the sack and potatoes and make noobjection. Gradually tighten the girths in thesame manner as with the circingle. Put thesack over the saddle, and, as before, fill upgradually with potatoes. Manoeuvre him inevery way about the yard ; make him lie downand get up again with the load. Do

this twoor three times. Next day follow the same programme withthe saddle and sack; but, on the second timeof lying down, get rid of the load and take itsplace yourself. He will get up with you onhis back, and make little or no fuss aboutdoing so. Talk to him and play with his neckand head before moving him on. Then ridehim slowly at walking pace all round the yardwith stops, and, when quite used to it, quickenhis pace and ultimately let him trot. It willbe heavy going in the straw-yard, but it is 67



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend well to give him his first experience there,preparatory to work outside, because it isso easy to stop him, and it is most importantto teach him to slow down, or to stop dead,at your direction. Do not be in a hurry to mount by the stir-rup. Dismount by it several times first, sothat he becomes accustomed to the lop-sidedweight. As you lead him about the yard onfoot, stop and put all the weight you can onthe near stirrup by your hand. Do this anumber of times. Put a box near a corner ofthe yard, so that by standing on it you get alift. The horse's head should face the corner,so that he can't go forward. Stand on thebox and try your foot in the stirrup severaltimes, putting more and more weight on it.With your foot in the stirrup, lean over thesaddle and put weight on it. Do it

severaltimes, and, when he stands perfectly quiet,take the opportunity to put your leg acrossand seat yourself. Sit there and play withhim. Don't move away. Get off on to thebox and seat yourself again. Do it a numberof times. You are teaching him to under-stand that this kind of exercise is to be per-formed on his back while he stands quite still.Mount in this way for two or three days bef oreattempting to mount him from the ground. Itis a very important lesson and should be 68



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend thoroughly taught. Back him out from thecorner quite gently, using the word " Back,"and let part of the day's work be the teachingof him to back in the open. F c;
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER VIHANDLING IN THE STABLE IN the straw-yard you have taught yourhorse to lead perfectly, and it is hisown desire to follow you. Take himout of the straw-yard with his halter andpractise him at leading outside, taking carethat you select a place where there are noother horses or other excitements to distracthis attention from you, and, above all, seethat the infernal dog has been doublé chained.When you get outside give him just a tasteof the oats, to remind him that you carry them.Coming out of the yard for the first time hewill be inclined to play up a little, so you haveto be watchful. You have less control overhim on a loose lead, than you would have inthe saddle, and it is most important that inthis first outing he should not break away fromyou. It is in any case desirable that theenclosure should be a small

one, so that, inthe event of his accidentally snatching thehalter from your hand, he is not free to getaway for a gallop. 78



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Whatever you do, do not risk a trial ofpersonal strength—tug of war wise—in which,if he gets the better of you, the illusion thatyou are the stronger animal may be weakened.If you are in any danger of being pulled intotoo fast a run at the end of a tight rope withthe neeessity of letting go to save yourself,always let the rope go when it is slack, so thathe understands you have let it go of your ownvolition. The moment you drop the rope,stand still, and do not attempt to follow him,not a step. Just stand there perfectly motion-less and you will find he will come up to you.It may take a minute, two, three or four;but he will come up to you. Keep your handsin your pockets, and simply stand there talkingto him. Don't attempt to grab him. Let himgo away again if he likes, he is sure to comeback. It

is he who is to be made impatient.Keep dead quiet. He will take a snif? of youand eventually rub his nose against yoursleeve. With the slowest possible movement,withdraw one hand from your pocket and seethat there are some oats in it. The victoryis won. Then slowly move on a pace or two. Hewill follow. Then on again. He will be there.Just a few more oats, and with the same handgently scratch his neck and get on to thatpet place on his back. Who is thinking ofhalters now ? Keep on scratching, and, with 74



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend the other hand, just lay hold of it, keeping itquite slack. The cold-blooded result is that your horsehas come back and handed you his halterhimself. Isn't it the best way ? Do it quitea number of times, and then you will findyou have taught your horse that when he isloose, or has broken away, the right, properand often remunerative thing is to come backto you. It ends in an added confidence in youas his master. Compare this effect upon the horse's mindwith that produced by an excited groom hang-ing on to a halter and pulled up and downthe yard until he falls, or is forced to give way ;the chasing of the scared horse by the groomand a couple of stable boys, into a corner, in theendeavour to secure him ; his escape and morechasing, until he is finally grabbed amongstcurses and hung

on to by brute force. Thisis what you must often expect if you leave yourhorse's training to others. Now your " wild " horse has never yet beenin a stable, at least not since he was a foal.So continue your leading lesson until youarrive outside of his new quarters, of which hewill be suspicious before ever he enters them.Before he gets to the stable, send someone into chase out the sparrows, or they will swishout in a concentrated covey just as he getsto the door. 75



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend Whenever there is any expectation of anysort of difficulty or trouble, always do theoblique thing. It is so muoh quioker in theend. Now what you want him to do is tocome out of the light into a dark doorway, onto dimly seen clattering bricks, into whatappears to him impenetrable gloom, peopledto a certainty with every kind of equine bogeyand hobgoblin. The usual groom's unthinking way wouldbe to hang on to halter, speak soothingly tohim, and get the boys to try to drive him inwith shouts and a whip behind. Naturallythere would be trouble of the severest kind.The horse, until a few days ago, was unhandledand wild; and, the moment he feit coercion,every hereditary instinct of fear would in-stantly blaze up, and he would concentrateevery effort of which he was capable to getaway from

that terrible place. Even if, bybrute force, he was got in, and nothing morehappened to him, the shock to his nerveswould be great, and half the good of yourprevious training would be dissipated rightthere. He would be nervous for hours after-wards, and the disastrous effects would bevisible inanimmediate alteration in his demean-our to you, not only when you foliowed himinto the stable, but again when you got himoutside. Even if you were not present andwere miles away, you can always teil when a 76



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend groom's outrage has been perpetrated upon ahorse of your own handling. There is only one way in which your discipleshould go into that terrifying place, and thatis of his own accord. And it is perfeetly easyif you make the approach oblique. Take himpast the door, which should be open, severaltimes without any apparent intention of yourasking him to go inside, and bring him to astand some way off it. Do it again and bringhim to a stand nearer the door. Pet andscratch him. Next time take him up to thedoor, as if you had come to a stand thereaccidentally. Pet and scratch again. Whileyou are doing this he will turn his head roundto look inside, and will snort disapproval.Take no notice, but go on scratching and lethim look inside and snort all he wants. Goyourself into the portal and give

him just afew oats. Instantly his attention forsakes thehobgoblins for something much more tangibleand worth while. Pet and pat him again,which will bore him a little when oats areabout, and he will worry you for more oats.Move back into the doorway just a few inches,and he will follow up. As he does so, retreata little further with oats in your hand. Hewill come, maybe with a precautionary snortor two on account of the gloom, but oats areworth taking a little risk for at any time, andhis eyes are getting used to things. Further- 77



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend more he has the utmost confidence in you,and, if you are not afraid, he is not quite surewhy he should be. Keep on talking to himcheerily and let the halter be quite loose. Apull on it would excite suspieion at once. Letthe only pull be the pull of the oats, and ofyour personality, as you move back. By nowhe has got quite used to the dim light, and theoccasional snorts are only an intimation thathe is taking notice of the surroundings. Moveback a foot or two with an exhibition of a fewoats, and, as he comes forward, move stillfurther back; and as he follows up he willhave come clear inside. Stand by his shoulderand hold out oats at arms-length, and, as hepushes forward to reach them, draw slowlyround and pivot yourself, so that he has tomove his rump round from the doorway

themore readily to get them. You can nowquite easily swing him round so that he facesthe doorway. Keep him so and play withhim. Now manoeuvre, with occasional oats,so that by reaching back you can get at thedoor, and quite gradually close it. Shut andfasten it without noise, let the halter drop,and leave him to his own devices, withoutspeaking. Keep quiet and he will go roundsniffing and examining everything. A bigsnort will intimate discovery of some speciallyinteresting odour of a predecessor, which willoccupy his undivided attention for quite a 78



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend while, for he is sizing up in his own mind breed,height and sex. More discoveries have to bemade and attended to, and when these haveeeased to attract, back he will come to youwith the obvious question " What about thoseoats ? " And the job is done. Is all this trouble worth while ? Mostassuredly. It is all training. It has been agreat experience to him, for he has come in ofhis own free will. For love of you and of oats,he has done violence to all his hereditary in-stincts, and has so increased his personalconfidence in you that on another, and, maybe, an even more terrifying occasion, he willdisplay even less hesitation in following whereyou go. The practical result is that you have gothim into the stable, not only without anyharm to his nerves, but with a quietingeffect upon them,

which will prove an asset ofvalue in the future. Give him water and afeed, and let him stop there. 3|E                                 ^                                 3(5                                 3|C                                 3(5 In the stable you have to put your horse,which up to now you have handled yourselfexclusively, in the care of your groom, andhere is your great difficulty. It is a mucheasier thing to train a horse to do what youwant him to do, than to train the usual English 79



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend groom to do what you want Mm to do. It isagainst his nature to do anything contraryto what he and his forefathers have alwaysthought proper to do. In the way of feeding,grooming, conditioning, physicing and inattending to abrasions, cuts and wounds, theEnglish groom is excellent, and is seldom sur-passed by the horsemen of any other country ;but in realising the true nature and braincapacity of the horse, and the best way ofhandling and training the horse, the averageEnglish groom seems to be less gifted than thoseof many other countries. Of course there aremany brilliant exceptions, but these are mostlymen of mental capacity above the average,who think for themselves, and have brokenaway from the tr^ditions and dead conser-vatism of their forefathers. The value of

suchmen is inestimable. That this is so, those who have travelledmuch must know to be the case, and the reasonwhich has borne best the test of investigationis the somewhat curious one, namely, that thegreat bulk of English grooms have had to doonly with geldings and mares bred in two'sand three's, and in small enclosed paddocks.Many English grooms are utterly afraid ofstallions of any kind ; look upon them as tigersand wild beasts of ungovernable propensities,and would decline to enter any service wherethey would be called upon to tend them. There 80
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend is a traditional prejudice in this country againstthe employment of entire horses for any kindof traction, either light or heavy, or for ridingpurposes, and if enquiries are made either ofmasters or men for their reasons, answers aregiven which the experience of countries, whereentires are habitually used for all utilities, showto be absolutely at variance with the facts.Besides being capable of so much greaterwork on less food, besides having better paces,much greater courage and endurance, beingless susceptible to disease, the entire horsepossesses much greater intelligence and capa-city for difficult work and is quite as amenableto control, by those who understand him, asany gelding. In France, Italy and othercountries it is not uncommon to see mares andstallions working,

peacefully and w'thout anydisturbance, in the same teams. Those whoknow the stallion at work, love him. Someof the most beautiful sights in the world—now, alas! but a charming memory—were thosethousands of splendid teams, of three Perche-ron or Boulonnais stallions abreast, in the Parisomnibuses, which drew twice the loads of ourown horse buses, at a much greater pace andat less cost. These Percheron and Boulonnais stallionsare bred by farmers, and, when weaned, areturned out together in great droves in themarshes and other huge pastures, and the 81
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend men who handle, break, and train them aresome of the best horsemen in the world. Thefillies are similarly segregated in other pastures.These men learn more about horse nature thanalmost any others in the world, and the resultsof their handling are to be seen in the universalgentleness, confidence, good nature and perfectamenability of both stallions and mares, afterleaving their hands. The first thing thesemen learn is absolute control of their owntempers, and any man showing temper to ahorse under no matter what provocation is,with the entire approval of his fellows, dis-missed permanently as constitutionally un-fitted for the business, and a source of dangerto his mates. This lack of control of theirtempers with horses is unfortunately thecommon characteristic,

rather than theexception with the average English groomsand horsemen, and, in five minutes, they oftendo more harm to horses than they are able,in six months, to repair. You know in what category your own groomstands. If he is a man ever showing badtemper with his animals, the fruits of all thecareful work you have accomplished with your"wild" horse are liable to be lost. On theother hand, your groom may be a man genuinelyfond of his charges, open to try new ways andto see if there is anything of real value in them.If he has been abroad and has kept his eyes 82



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend and ears open, he will himself have discoveredthat there is much in the different foreignpractiees and methods of handling and training,which is worthy of adoption here, and thattherefore what you are asking him to do, incontinuation of the special handling of your" wild " horse, may af ter all have somethingof value in it. If he is sensible, he will giveyour system a perfeetly straight and genuinetrial. If he does so, he will be astonished asto the amount of unnec?ssary work he will besaved personally. Let it be left at that;except that you can say with absolute truth,if there is any kick in him against foreignpractice, that your system is that of an English-man whose family have been English andhorsemen for a thousand years. That oughtto settle him all right. ***** Your recently

" wild " horse is in the stable,and has had time to make himself quite athome there. When you or any of your mengo in, make it a practice to speak to him beforeopening the door, which should be done asquietly as possible. You can make even anold and steady horse quite nervous by theconstant sudden and noisy opening and shut-ting of his stable door—much more so a younghorse, but newly brought up from pasture. 83



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend All movements in the stable should be slowand as noiseless as possible, and the more thehorse is spoken to the better. Speak beforeyou go up to the horse. When you approachhim do so slowly, and, above all, make apractice of keeping your arms quiet. If youput out your hand to him, do it quite slowly.This is not a fad, but very solid sense. Nevermake a movement of your hands, or arms,quicker than can be foliowed by the horse'seye. That is a golden rule, and saves all sortsof slips and accidents in the stable. If thehorse cannot follow the movements of yourhand and arm, he does not quite know wherethey are going, or what they are going to do,and shrinks and starts in fear of possibilities.It is a little difficult to train yourself into thissystem of slow movement, but

with practiceit becomes a second nature, and you yourselfwill quickly appreciate its value, by the in-creased confidence and readiness with whichyour horse permits you to touch and handleany part of his body. Impress this on yourgroom, and get him to practise it when groom-ing, and even he will see the value of it; for itmeans an end to all unexpected bites or kicks,which, undeservedly received as he thinks,are a trial to any man's temper. Don't slam a bucket down on the bricks, orlet the handle drop. It's just as easy to putboth down quietly. The same with forks,



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend rakes, pikels and brushes. Attention to thesematters of detail results in the permanentimprovement of the most nervous animal'snerves, and fewer aceidents to man and beast,both in and out of the stable. If you take careof your horse's feelings, you will find he willtake care of yours. *             *             *              *             * It is easy to punish a horse; difficult toconvey to his mind the definite idea of rewardfor good work done. It is very helpful if youcan do so. The cheery word and affectionatepat are an indication to him of your feelings,and are good as far as they go. He returnsthem with equally affectionate nose rubbings.and nips not intended to hurt; but in theadvanced education of the horse you wantmore than this. You want to use the stimulusof reward, and to get him

to understand theidea of reward. He is by nature such a noble-minded, generous beast that he doesn't seekreward, and will do everything he can for youfrom pure love of you. In your handling ofhim you have given him oats, as a distractionin times of apprehended difficulty, with success.It has been helpful. But, when he is broughtup, oats become part of his ordmary food,and you need something quite distinctive;and for the purpose of reward, nothing is G                                              85



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend better than lump sugar. It is portable,occupies little room, and all horses beeomepassionately fond of it. Now it is a tradition of the old time Britishgroom, held by many with the most perti-naceous obstinacy, that sugar of any kind isutterly disruptive of the moral and materialwelfare of the horse—that it induces erib-biting, wind-sucking, bladder trouble, andevery evil under the sun. The tradition hasbeen handed down, sacrosanct and incon-trovertible, from father to son, without theleast suspicion that it is really the mostridiculous rot. The British stud groom ofthe highest variety, the autocrat of a greatracing stable or stud, would fall down in-stantly in the worst kind of fit, if it were sug-gested to him even by his Owner—usually apersonage of quite minor consideration in thestables—that the

moderate use of sugar wouldhelp to mollify the tempers of some of thoseman-eaters which the great man produceswith such facility. He knows nothing of thechemical food-value of sugar, or of its work-sustaining and recuperative powers undergreat stress of action, but condemns it utterly,because that still more conservative andignorant person, his father, did so before him.But those who have been in the tropics knowbetter. In the West Indies, and in thoseparts of Central and South America where 86



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend it is most extensively grown, horses and poniesare fed almost exclusively on sugar-cane, asit is the cheapest food product, and nowherein the wide world are the animals seen in suchperfect condition, with such shining coatsand found to be so free from every kind ofsickness and disease. Verb. sa-p., or, as inÜ.S.A., " Nuff sed." To a horse who has never tasted sugar, it isnot at all easy at first to give it to him, andrequires patience and good handling. Thefact that you have already massaged his head,lips, mouth and tongue is a distinct help.Remembering the oats he will at once takethe lump into his mouth, only to reject itimmediately. Standing on the near side, putyour right hand on the top of his head, toprevent him drawing it away and throwing itup, and again present the lump with

the lefthand. You will find his teeth shut, but hewill play with the lump with his lips. Hewill keep his teeth shut, but, if you press thelump against his teeth and rub it sidewayson them, he may open his teeth to bite thelump. Hold it there quietly, and, by andby, the lump, to his great surprise, will giveway with a crash. His mouth will be filledwith the fragments, and his first impulse is toreject the lot. He may succeed in gettingrid of most, but some will remain, and, onturning these over in his mouth, he will find 87



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend them of more interest than he thought. Afterhaving gone through this process with aboutthree lumps, he will have caught on to theidea, and will himself ask for more. In thecase of a few horses, they really don't likethe sweet taste at first, but persevere and theywill come to it. It is a curious fact that thosewho at first obstinately refuse it, in the endbecome generally the more passionately fondof it. When a horse is accustomed to takesugar, he will always lick your fingers, andsome few will suck them. It becomes a veryspecial pleasure to him, and he will suck or lickyour fingers for as long as you let him. Thepractice has one great practical advantage.A horse, who has become accustomed to lickor suck your fingers, will never, under any cir-cumstances or provocation, attempt to biteyou,

anywhere. 83
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The horse, as comrade and friend .'???. CHAPTER VIITRAINING FOR RIDING WORKING aU by yourself in the straw-yard, you have now got your horseunder complete control in every way,and entirely dominated by your personal in-fluence. You can mount him by stirrup, andhave taught him to stand stock still until yougive him the word to " Back." It is a greatthing to teach it in this way, that is to backbefore going forward. Get the sequence of thebacking thoroughly ingrained in the horse'smind and memory. Keep him up to it, andhe is cured in advance for all time, howevernervous and impatient he may be by nature,of that most objectionable habit, contractedby so many horses, of starting forward themoment the foot is put into the stirrup. In the straw-yard you have turned him toleft and to right, have walked, trotted andcantered him as well as the confined

spacepermitted; have made him stand at any placefor as long as you wanted ; have made him liedown and have sat on him for as long as you 91



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend wanted; have made him get up at your wordand he has foliowed without pull whereveryou went. There have been oats on occasion,scratching and so on. He has done every-thing most wi?lingly, and altogether he looksupon you as a most interesting and delightfulpal, and likes to be with you as much as possible In the small paddock or stable-yard, youhave taught him to lead, have left him free togo about, and have shown him that you are theplace he is to come back to. In the entry intothe stable you have taught him that it is safeto follow you into a horrible place. It is nowtime that you rode him outside. Bring him from the stable, bridled andsaddled but loosely girthed, to the straw-yard.Put kneecaps on, tighten his girths, mountand ride him around. Dismount and makehim lie down.

Mount again, have the oldhorse brought in and bring him alongside.Let them talk to each other. Have some ofyour friends in, and let them come up and patthe horse. Have even the infernal dog in.Spend half an hour this way, remove and tieup the dog, doublé chained. Now you canopen the gate and depart. The first outside ride had better be in oneof your large paddocks, empty. The lessonto-day is restraint. It is better, for the wholetime you are out, not to increase the pacebeyond the walk. Stop a great number of 92 ? -
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend times and keep the horse standing f or minutesat a time. Don't forget the sugar. Ride allover the field, under the trees and along thehedges. If one side gives upon the high road,ride him along it to get him aequainted withthe traffic. Let him stand and look at it.Take him into the centre of the field and circlehim to the right and left S-wise and figure-of-8.Dismount and let him follow you. Make himlie down and sit on him ; for which one lumpof sugar, Remount and ride home. Gentlywith him at the stable door, and all is well. The next day, not forgetting the kneecaps,take him out on the high road to meet thetraffic. This day's lesson also is restraint, sokeep him at the walk. You will have a mostinteresting time with him. Talk to him alot and watch his ears. In the incidents thatoccur he will be

continually appealing to youfor guidance and support. Ride with almosta loose rein, and give your indications aslightly as possible. Don't force them on hisattention, leave him to look for them and youwill see he will do so. He is young and it isjolly to be out, and all these new sights andsounds are so thrilling, so he is bound to playup ; but restraint is the lesson of the day, andhe is attending to you. When he plays up,use the rein as little as possible, use yourvoice. Reproach him just as you would anaughty child. It will have effect, and when 98 ??•-
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend he is good again let your voice indicate yoursatisfaction. After half a dozen times of thiskind of thing, it will surprise you how greatis the effect of your voice on the horse. Ifyou give all the indications through the reins,he will look to the reins only for control; if yougive most of your indications through yourvoice he will be quick to attend to your voicefor control. Of course give him both, butpractise him mainly by the voice ; it is thevoice that stimulates his intelligence. It is the voice which gives him encourage-ment in the face of difficulty. The more hehas attended to your voice for guidance andcontrol, the greater will be the effect of itsencouragement in soothing his fears. You putup your hand, as a warning to an approachingmotor, that you are on a young horse in train-ing, but the odds

are 10 to 1 that the motorist,either from pure ignorance of the danger, orof ten from callous indifference to anyone'scomfort but his own, will not take the faintestnotice of your appeal. It's a pretty severetest for a young and nervous horse to meet oneof these road-hogs whizzing on to him with acloud of dust behind, and he will need all theencouragement you can give him. Speak tohim in the most endearing way, keep him at thewalk; lean down and, with your left hand,pat and scratch him on the neck, increasingthe pressure of the scratching as the car 94



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend approacb.es, until it is quite a bard scratch,bef ore it passes you. It's a üttle thing to do,but it distracts a certain percentage of hisattention from the oncoming fearsomeness,for he is attending to you as well as to the car,and it may be that the increased scratchingprevents his fears from reaching just that panicpoint at which everything would have to beabandoned, and flight—his primeval defence—would dominate all of his brain and energy. If he comes through this test all right, youhare made an enormous advance with thehorse. It is you who have got him throughthis trouble, and have protected him from themonster—he is quite sure of that—and ifanother comes along he knows you are thereto help him again. When the car has gone,make a great fuss over him and show him

whata brave nag you think h.e is. He will be sopleased with you and himself, that he willwant another car to come along right there.It's not the car, but the jollying, that has leftthe indelible impression. Other road adventures will be less fearsome,but treat them all in the same way. If thereis anything unusual at the roadside, take himup and let him stand and look at it. He willtake an extraordinary interest in anythingnew and strange. It may be that a GraciousProvidence has sent your road-hog and hisfriends into a pub, and has ordained that their 95



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend car should be buzzing outside. Watch thedisciple spot it! Watch the prick of thoseears, immovable, pointed like bits of steel!He will come to a dead stand. Give him ascratch on the shoulders just to remind himof the support you gave him, but don't pushhim on. A huge snort! Then another.Those ears of steel! Every muscle bracedand tense ! He is not a bit frightened, he hastoo much conndence in you for that, but hisattention is most wholly arrested. You are going to have as priceless a bit offun as you have ever earned in your life. Youare going to watch a horse under the influenceand interaction of the most powerful emotions.You will see, as clearly as through a glass, every-thing that is passing in his mind. You willsee as pretty a play of f orces as you could wish;suspicion,

apprehension and fear pushing oneway, interest and curiosity another, and thehorse's natural courage and his confidencein you rising all the time. Tizz—Tizz—Tizz, purrs the motor in a mostfascinating way, Tizz—Tizz—Tizz. " This,"says the disciple, " is the absolute limit. I'veheard crickets and corncrakes and horseflies,but what in the name of all that's buzzible isthis ? And what's it doing it for ? It's aliveall right! I can see it shake. Dash my eyes,but it's a funny thing. Lets go a bit nearerand see what it is." 98



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Just scratch him on the shoulder, and of hisown accord he will take a step or two closerto it—with all precautions of course—becausewho knows whether or not this infernal thingmay not jump. There he stands and hasanother look, and a snort or two. Look atthose pricked ears. Tizz—Tizz—Tizz. Hethrows his head up and down, and has anotherlook and a snort. One ear comes back just tohear what you have got to say about it. Teilhim it's all right, with another scratch on theshoulders. Of his own accord he will go for-ward yet another step or two. Clap him onthe neck and encourage him, and just gentlytouch him behind with the whip and he willgo right up to within five or six yards of it.Tizz—Tizz—Tizz. Let him stand there andlook and snort at it all he wants. (The

Nightmakb.—A motor standing buzzingby the side of the road. Enter a riding lad on ayoung and nervous horse. The horse catches sightof the motor, throws his head up and is obviouslyscared. The boy swears at him, saws at his mouthand lashes at him with his whip. The horse triesto swing round and bolt. The boy savages him andthe horse rears. The boy beats him and presseshim forward. He gets him to the far side of theroad. The horse terrified and trembling, notknowing what he is doing, forces himself into thehedge, gets pricked, and rears again. The boylashes him and gets him a yard or two further, andthe horse, with his head strained round in agonised 97



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend gaze on the motor, makes a burst forward, and,seeing safety in the road beyond, dashes past infrantic fear. The boy, cursing, saws at his mouth,which is bloeding, and the horse, a mass of sweat, ispulled up a quarter of a mile further on. On returnthe riding lad, asked to account for the conditionof the horse, which is still excited and trembling,answers, " Oh I had a little trouble to get him topass a motor.") At the distance of five or six yards, ride himup and down past the motor, letting the disciplekeep his head to it all the time. Tizz—Tizz—Tizz purrs the motor, and the horse is gettingused to it. Come to a stand opposite the rearwheel. Scratch his neck and teil him to go upto it. And he will, a little at a time and witha bit of snorting, until he actually touches thehood with his nose.

Brave old disciple ! Howpleased he is ! Make all the fuss in the worldof him and he will touch it again and again,curling his lip up, if he thinks the smell a bitpoignant. Then he will look round at you asthough to say " Mate ! I don't think much ofthis, it's all right! " Move him a foot or twoalong, to get another smell in a fresh place.He will do that and ask for more. Move himalong to the bonnet. Here it is a little moreexciting, as this is undoubtedly the place wherethe Tizz—Tizz—Tizz comes from, and thereare all sorts of essences and flavours which hehas never met before. He holds his head 98



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend up and is going to think this matter out. Seethe play of his ears; one second both prickedforward, then one comes back and then theother, and then a shake of the head and asaucy glance at you to see what you make of it.He is not so free with his nose as a prehensiletester this time—it's the smells part whichhe has under examination and grave consider-ation. He will bob his head up and down alittle, and then, up will go his nose high in theair, his neck stretched to its utmost limitwith his upper lip curled right over his nose.First one way will he screw his head round,and then the other, with lip curled up and allthe time he is taking great sniffs of air. Eh,but this horse is a great connoisseur in smells !He is not going to lose any part of one of them.He lowers his head and pops

his nose into thedensity of something quite special in the wayof an odour, gets it, sweeps his head up intothe air again, and begins a slow long-drawn-out inspiration, with a spiral movement of hiscurled-up nose, which does not allow onepartiele of it to escape examination or bewasted. It is so entrancing that he has toshut his eyes. Tizz—Tizz—Tizz. He has gotto the bottom of the smells and has securedquite a lot of satisfaction out of them, andthinks it time to investigate further this thingthat does the Tizz—Tizz—Tizz, so out goeshis nose against the bonnet. Just a touch and



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend he gets a thrill of vibration. Gee-whizz, hestarts back. What was that ? Snort, snort,snort. But it didn't hurt—so out goes thenose and he tries again. Start and snort.Dear me ! this is very odd, but there's reallynothing in it. Once again—no, there's posi-tively nothing in it. So up comes his headand he turns round to look out of that darkeye at you and to teil you there ain't a darnedthing in it, and its positively boresome ! Helooks up the road and watehes a dog, and isdoing nothing more in motors. So move him away and bring him backpast the motor, and he doesn't even look at it.Do this once or twice more, and that bogey hasfallen down dead, and it can Tizz all it likesfor what he cares. It's a sheer fraud. It's worth a lump of sugar, though, and sohomewards. We are pleased with

everythingwe have seen, and with everything we meet. 100
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER VIII TRAINING FOR REDING (Continued) THERE are always two ways—inducinga horse to do a thing of his ownaccord, and compelling him to do it throughfear of punishment. After the first, youhave him regarding you as a friend; afterthe second, he holds you in fear, in fact as anenemy. Under no matter what circum-stances, was any good ever done to a horse bypunishing him so severely that the impressionleft upon his mind is that the man who did itwas his enemy ! Good is done sometimes—but not to the horse. Occasionally a horseturns and kills a man who has brutally ill-usedhim. The man does not look pretty after-wards. The whole art of successful horse-educationand training, for whatever purpose, is thecareful thinking out of methods by which youget the horae to himself elect to do the thingyou

want him to do. You make him think, 103



The horse, as comrade and friend - The Horse, as Comrade and Friend and in making him think habitually, youstimulate bis brain power and increase hisintelligence. In his instinctive defenees, noanimal's brain is quicker to act than that of thehorse. It is a splendid instrument for his ownpurposes, but you must learn how to use itfor yours. Many think the horse is stupid.He is not. Perfect, each one of his senses isprobably far keener than yours. Sight, onthe plains he will piek up a solitary horsefeeding, or a troop of horses, long before youhave any suspicion of their whereabouts.Hearing, he will catch a trot, gallop, footpaceor neigh, when you can hear nothing. Taste,who so clean feeding as the horse ? Smell, hedistinguishes thousands of nuances you knownothing of, and deduces confidence or distrustfrom a sniff, in a manner you cannot evenconceive. One smell

of you is sufficiënt. Ifhe passes you, you are all right. Feeling, thatnose of his is a living wonder, it is as delicatein its sense of touch as the tips of your fingers ;but, in feeling, the horse has undergone aspecial development of nerves which has helpedin the survival of his species. Sensitive to theleast prick, yet if wounded in the most horriblemanner or with even a broken limb, the nervesof the horse so quickly cease to telegraph thedamage to the brain, that he is able to getaway from the danger spot at f uil speed, and tosustain a gallop to safety in the herd maybe of 104
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend many miles in a condition which is almostunbelievable. No doubt this capacity forimmense and sustained effort, when grievouslymaimed, has stood the horse's ancestors ingood stead in the far-away days when theyran wild, the prey of whatever carnivora couldcatch them. No, the horse is not by any means stupid.None of the higher mammalia are stupid.In all matters af?ecting their existence, thequality of their brain power is probably asfine as your own. The brains of differentspecies, in the course of evolution, have beendeveloped in different directions. In the caseof each species its senses and brain have beendeveloped to extreme brilliancy of action, inall matters vital to its existence, by the con-tinual excision of the individuate amongst itsancestors who have been the less fit.

Theweaker and less artful in attack; the lesscunning in defence ; the less knowledgeable inmatters of food, have been the earlier cut offin life, and have had fewer opportunities ofpropagating their kind. In a state of nature,it is the brainier individuals, who, on the longaverage, leave the more descendants. Thosewho have encountered animal brain work in astate of nature, know how splendid it can be.Those who only know horses, cattle and sheep,in small enclosures, cannot even guess whatit means. The horse's brain is all right. If 105



The horse, as comrade and friend Musket and Marpegorby at play [To face page 105



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend you want to make it your instrument, youmust exercise yours. ***** You have taken the disciple out a numberof times, and have shown him many strangethings, of which, at their first aspect, he wasapprehensive of harm, and have let him seethat after all there was nothing in any of theseto be afraid of. You have had recalled to youhis hereditary instincts and defences. Thatold blackbird, which tumbled out of the hedgewith such a flutter and screeeh, stirred thesame grey matter in his brain which hadflashed into action when that desert lion hadsprung at, and missed, his ancestor of a milliongenerations ago. The disciple made a mostsplendidiferous shy right across the road, and,if you had not been something of a horseman,you would have been off that trip. It wouldhave taken more than a lion

to have got thedisciple that time. What is a shy ? It is aperfectly natural and proper defence—not afault to be punished—and if it had not beenpractised successfully myriads of times by thedisciple's direct ancestors, your particulardisciple would not then be between your legs. (The Nightmare.—Enter the riding lad on ayoung and nervous horse. Blackbird, screaming,tumbles out of hedge. Horse shies badly and 106



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend riding lad, taken by surprise, is nearly dismounted.Recovers himself with difficulty. Has lost histemper, swears at horse and hits him across thehead again and again. Saws at his mouth andpulls him up. To that wretched animal every black-bird is foliowed by a beating. Every blackbirdbecomes a potential lion, and the horse a confirmedshyer.) What to do ? Turn him to the place wherethe blackbird came out—he has got his eye onit—and jeer at and mock him. A horse knowsall about being ridiculed and just hates it.Teil him what a double-dyed idiot he has been.It isn't true—like the other illusions youpractise on him—but he will believe you. Youhaven't hit him, and obviously there is nothingto fear on that score, so that when the nextblackbird comes out he won't shv so far, forhis lightning-liko

brain will remember the wayyou chafiEed him. Jeer at him again every-time a blackbird comes out, or whenever heshies at anything else. He will soon connectthe jeering with the shying and will drop it;nothing is hurting him, and he hates beingmocked. Always talk to your horse. Direct him bythe voice as much as by the pull on the rein.The horse loves your voice and learns to attendto it in a remarkable way. Thus, when youwant him to increase his pace, say to himsuccessively " walk," " trot," " canter," 107



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend " gallop "—he will very soon recognise whatis meant by each word. Decrease his pacein the same way. In a little while you candodge him about, from the " walk" to the" canter," then back to the " trot" ; thendirect to the " gallop," and back to the " walk,"and so on. When you want him to stand still,say " stand," and when you want him to back,say " back." It will surprise you to findwhat an interest the horse takes in these spokendirections, and how keen he becomes to con-form to them quiekly. It is as good as a playto watch his ears, and by watching themclosely you will get a good indication of whatis passing in his mind and what he is expectingof you. When you get more advanced withhis training and are teaching him to turn, sayto him " Right" or '< Left." Alter his gaitsby word, when you

come to attend to them,"Trot," "Pace,""Single-step," "SpanishWalk,"" Passage," and so on. When you want himto jump anything say " Jump." You willdelight him by talking to him like this, andhis pleasure in it will be evidenced by theincreasing quickness of his responses. Itdevelops his intelligence, and, by and by, itreally becomes conversation. One of the mostamusing things you can do is to teach a horseto " neigh" to order. It is not so difficultas you may think, particularly if the horse is astallion, and an Arab. When it once dawns 108



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend upon him that you are asking him to speak,it tickles his imagination and pleases him im-mensely, and he will neigh quite readily atyour word. You can develop this facultyuntil the horse really tries to talk to you, andthe modulation and expression he is able toput into his conversation is surprising. It isworth doing, for you get very near to themind of a horse this way. 109
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER IX TRAINING FOR RIDING (Gontinued) IF you have an opportunity take Discipleas soon as possible on common, moor-land or forest land. You. will find yourhorse's brain work extraordinarily interesting,if he has not been in such surroundings before.Leave him as much as possible to his omdevices, just guiding him from time to timein the general direction you want, and watchthe ancestral traits. A horse's thoughts pourthrough the channels that were most used byhis wild ancestors. Keep him at the walkand leave him a loose rein, so that you maytake indications from him, and not he fromyou. When he realises that he is on his own,he will behave much as his ancestors did inthe same circumstances; circumspectly andscrutinisingly, as to potential and hiddenenemies; questively, as regards his own kind.He

will examine every bush and clump ofundergrowth carefully, giving them room tobe out of the " striking distance" of that 113 .



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend hereditary ancestral lion. In the narrowerways, where the undergrowth is near on eitherside, he will be all attention, and the breakingof a stick is sufficiënt to startle him. Watchhis ears and eyes, muscles all braced and intension. He's all there ready for any emer-gency. He stops for a moment and considerswhether, if need be, his best chance is ahead,or by the way he came. Scratch his shoulderand teil him it is all right, and he will go on.In forest glades you will find that, left to him-self, he will make his trail equidistant fromthe umbrage on either hand, and, in no case,not even in that of an obvious short cut, willhe ever allow himself to come within " strikingdistance." Near cover he is always at at-tention. His air of entire unconcern when he getsout into an open place is quite

amusing, butin the wide open he will always keep an eyeupon any isolated clump and give it a wideberth. Even our most domesticated horses,who for generations have been under coveror in small fields, will, even in the field, ofwhich they have known every square foot alltheir lives, never sleep within " strikingdistance " of the wood or plantation alongside.The breaking of a stick in it at night is sufficiëntto send them scampering and snorting to thefar side of the field. In an open plain, the horse will always make 114



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend for rising ground to enable him to survey thecountry to look for all possible pais. Withears pricked forward and nostrils compressed,he will search on a clear and sunlit day to thevery horizon, and, What Ho ! for a cheeryneigh, when he finds them. It's pretty to seethe effect. Nothing attracts horses more in-stantly than the distant challenge of a ringingneigh. They may be spread over a field, allwith heads down, busy feeding. Instantlyevery head is up seeking for the source of thesound. They run together, each asking theother as to who this is. Every movement iswatched by your nag, his nostrils tremblingin the sunlight with excitement. If Disciplehas the luck to be a stallion, the thrills oneither side are multiplied a thousandfold, andhis calls are perfectly splendid to listen to.Then

the distant reply comes, thrilling Discipleto the roots of his being. He screams back,with a hoarse grunt at the end of each scream,stamps his foreleg and swings from side toside, but always with his head to the find.The mares, with manes flowing and tails likeflags—you can always teil them by thisresponse—dash hither and thither, makingbelieve they are seeking the protection of theone or two old geldings, their mates. Thestallion's scream and roar, as Job said, is asnothing else in creation, and It makes the oldgeldings peevish and surly, so when their giddy 116



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend companions, decked with this fancy dress ofmane and teil, come prancing up to them, thedames are met with open mouths and lashingheels. Geldings of all kinds resent frivolitiesin which they eannot participate. But themares don't care a Continental D, they chaffthe old geldings and prance all the more whileDisciple roars to them all the love stories hecan think of. Well you've waked up theneighbourhood, and half the farmers in thecounty are running to see what's the matter;so curb the amatory and extremely ornamentalfrivolling of Disciple, and come and studynatural history once more. Vigilance against enemies is the first con-cern of the horse in the wild, food the next,and quest of his kind the third. In thiscountry the food of a horse is all over thefloor and he feeds where

he stops. Muchtherefore is not to be learned here of the horse'sskill in foraging and discrimination in feedingupon what he finds, and only in an elementaryway can one study him in the quest of hiskind In the wild, the horse studies all spoors.Those of the elephant, the buffalo, the lion,tiger, panther, bear and wolf, amongst hisattackers, with care; mainly to learn date ofthe track and probable vicinity of the enemy.He takes stock of the spoor of his cousins, thezebra and wild ass, with general interest; butof that of his own kind he makes the most 116



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend searching scrutiny, deducing date, direction,sex and individuals with accuracy. On English roads there is nothing of interestto be got, but on moorland and in forestquite informing incidents are possible. Withnothing in sight, your horse walking along maysuddenly stop dead, make a big inhalationor two, put his head down and move aboutsniffing at the ground. Leave him alone andsee what he does. He does not attempt totouch the herbage, but moves about with hishead on the ground, sniffing. He paws alittle with a foreleg. If he gets a good andrecent whif?, he will turn it over in his mind,shaking his head up and down a little. If hedecides that it is a mare, up will go his head,and that lip will curl over his nose, the headstretched out sideways, first on one side, andthen on the

other. Then he will fcry to continue the track byscent, and, if on soft ground or dust he seesthe footprints, he will institute a close inspec-tion. If he gets another stimulating whif?,there is more inhalation and nose curling.Let him go along, and on a strong scent hewill move fairly quickly, every now and thenputting his nose to the ground to keep check.He's looking out for droppings and as likelyas not he will come across them. As soonas he sees them, he will hasten to them andconduct a complete inquest, with much nose- i                                              117



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend ponies as were ever seen. Snorting and blow-ing, steaming and still squealing, they wheelround, pull up at twenty yards, and eaeh facesDisciple, who, not to be outdone in politeness,stamps forward a pace or two, shakes his headat each, and neighs his very warm salutes. Three fillies and a couple of geldings, fourand five year olds, and as full of fire and devilryon a glorious spring morning as any youngthings can be. The geldings are not as pleasedto see Disciple as the fillies, and with drawn-back ears shake their heads at him, spitefully.A five-year-old mare is obviously the lady whoanswered his call. From behind the othersshe now neighs gently an invitation to him tomake her closer acquaintance, and, a littlelater, works round the edge of the group withthe brazen intention of publicly

proclaimingher love; which manceuvre, being detectedin time by that jealous sleuth of a gelding, hedarts at her and leaves fine marks of his teethin her shoulder. It was a good and healthybite, but the mare, spirting as she turns back,gets one in with her hinds and can fairly claimquits. She brings up momentarily behind theother two mares, who are gazing wide-eyed atDisciple, in maidenly embarrassment at histempestuous excitement and unseemly carry-ings on, then dashes on, thinking to get roundthe other wing, only to run right into the wide-open jaws of the other gelding, who happens to 1520



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend Gad, what a voice Disciple has got! It vibrateshis whole body, and you as well! Suddenly against the opalescent sunlit mist,maybe a mile away, a string of five tiny ghostlyfigures appear, hardly to be distinguished fromthe mist, racing for all they are worth; manesflying, tails high over their backs, plungingand kicking in their strides. Hold on now !for Disciple is exploding with excitement andgrunts. For the moment he is f ar too excitedto neigh—he is taking in the vision. Youcaught a glimpse of them as they rosé extendedover the crest of a roll; now they swing roundand dive into the mist of a hollow. When thevision appeared, Disciple was as turned tostone, not a flicker or a quiver of a muscle—looking, looking, as if his eyeballs would burst.Then the little galloping figures vanish in

themist. With a mighty roar uprises Disciple inprotest, and is off. Look where you are going,for he is in earnest and he takes some holdingin. He is going to get to those flyers, or willperish in the attempt. And lo, as you makea rise over the crest, there they are belowracing up out of the valley, their figures sil-houetted against the gleaming mist. Alongthey come, ears like lancets, manes and tailsawave, squealing and kicking high in the airand at each other. Disciple is taken aback,and himself pulls up to meet the onset; andhere they are, as nice a looking lot of big polo 119



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend ponies as were ever seen. Snorting and blow-ing, steaming and still squealing, they wheelround, pull up at twenty yards, and each facesDisciple, who, not to be outdone in politeness,stamps forward a pace or two, shakes his headat each, and neighs his very warm salutes. Three fillies and a couple of geldings, fourand five year olds, and as full of fire and devilryon a glorious spring morning as any youngthings can be. The geldings are not as pleasedto see Disciple as the fillies, and with drawn-back ears shake their heads at him, spitefully.A five-year-old mare is obviously the lady whoanswered his call. From behind the othersshe now neighs gently an invitation to him tomake her closer acquaintance, and, a littlelater, works round the edge of the group withthe brazen intention of publicly

proclaimingher love; which manoeuvre, being detectedin time by that jealous sleuth of a gelding, hedarts at her and leaves fine marks of his teethin her shoulder. It was a good and healthybite, but the mare, spirting as she turns back,gets one in with her hinds and can fairly claimquits. She brings up momentarily behind theother two mares, who are gazing wide-eyed atDisciple, in maidenly embarrassment at histempestuous excitement and unseemly carry-ings on, then dashes on, thinking to get roundthe other wing, only to run right into the wide-open jaws of the other gelding, who happens to 120
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend be her special guardian and pal. Look at thevicious way he goes for her. Ears back harddown on his neck, whites of eyes gleaming, andsnap, snap, snap of those savage teeth. Thatstopped her ; and now he is going to have a goat Disciple. He just gives one look over hisquarter to get Disciple's bearing, gives one lastvicious snap at the mare, and is round in aflash with a bound, all eyes and teeth for youor Disciple, it doesn't matter which. It was good for you that, knowing you mighthave adventures, you had a lash on your hunt-ing erop, so you get him on the neck like acrack from a rifle. Well done ! or he wouldhave got you by the thigh. He is up in the air,and so is Disciple, and for full ten seconds theystrike at each other with their fore feet likeprofessional boxers. You get another intothe

gelding, the lash snapping round his hindlegs. You hurt him, and, on the instant, heturns round his rump, and humps himselftogether, with the intention of planting hisheels on Disciple's chest. But Disciple is notha ving any that way. Disciple has risen bef orethe gelding lashes out, gets one foreleg over hisback, bends down and buries his teeth wellinto the gelding's buttock. It's a proper goodgrip, and Disciple can chev and does chew,hard. That's enough; it's a deuced tenderplace when Disciple has done ; and, squealingand kicking, the gelding makes for the mares, 121
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend who have watched the tussle with excitedinterest. With ears laid down hard alonghis neck and open mouth, he goes straightfor the cause of the trouble, and that faithlesslittle lady, preferring a whole skin to meetinghim in his anger, scampers lightly away. It only needs a crack of the whip for thewhole string to race off, manes and tails flying,in just as great a hurry to get away as theyhad been to come. Soon they disappear in themist in the hollow, and the last Disciple seesof them is as they rise, still plunging and kickingover the crest where he had first caught sightof them. Disciple is quite quiet, he standsat gaze, watching with a twitching nose; and,as the last of the ghostly little figures vanishesinto nothingness, he gives just one big partingneigh, and then looks round at you with thatdark

soft eye of his to ask " What next ? " And on the way home Disciple ponders overthat last beautiful mouthful for quite a while,and grins as he remembers the mark he hasleft. You can see that he is thinking of thelittle scrap, by the way he throws up his headand momentarily arches his neck, and by theproud glance of his eye. He is thinking of youtoo in its connection, for he looks round at you—<particeps criminis—quite a number oftimes ; and once gives a short sharp little neigh,and in return you clap him on the neck andteil him he's a bally fine boxer. All the way 122



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend home he is exceedingly pleased with himself,and with you. The little scrap has broughta new bond of union between you. Whenyou dismount he swings round and rubs bishead hard against your shoulders. Pureaf?ection. 123
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER X TRAINING FOR RIDING (Continued) IN the forest it is much easier to piek upthe tracks of ponies and horses runningloose. Take any ride and let Disciplewander along with a loose rein. He will makevarious examinations—some a little interestingand some dismissed with indifference. Herealises you have put him again on the quest,and with zest lends himself to the game. Pullhim up at the cross rides, and let him makehis own selection. He will cast about un-decided, sniffing the ground, and will look upfirst one ride, and then the other, and, if there'snothing doing, will turn his eye round to youfor guidance. Go along and let him do the hunting. Hemakes all kinds of stoppages, often in placeswhere you can see nothing to attract; but ifhe spends time, you may be sure he has got awhiff of something worth

consideration. If hedecides it's not worth while, on he goes. At last, after many disappointments, he . 127



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend strikes something quite good. He stops dead,snufEs and snorts and scrapes at it with hisforeleg. Another deep snuff, then up goeshis head with the curled-over hp. Repeatedtwo or three times, and, following up a linediagonal to the ride and leading off it, theinvestigation is closed with a sharp neigh anda confident plunge into the brushwood. Hehas got on to quite fresh spoor, and, if youwatch carefully, you can see traces of it inbruised grass and newly-shifted leaves. He knows he is all right now, and movesforward at quite a fast walking pace. Youcome to a sandy patch, and can see by thesuperimposed footprints and their sizes, thatthere are at least five or six in the string, allfairly small ponies. Disciple bends down fora sniff, but doesn't waste time. In someoccult manner he knows

they are a good wayoff yet, so hurries along. No use calling justyet. Then you come across a place wherethey had stopped to feed a little, and can seethe cropped grass and a few tufts pulled up.The tufts are quite fresh. A little further on,as the ponies moved off after their feed, thereare droppings. Disciple stops for details, andeach one is examined. He comes to quickdecisions, and is off again at that fast walkears well pricked in front. All at once he starts violently, and pulls upsharp. He has heard something long before 128



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend you. You calm him, but he is quite agitatedabout it, whatever it may be. You still don'thear anything, but he does, and has directedhis pricked ears to your left, where he knowsthe danger lies. He is in cover, and hishereditary instincts are aroused. He has notbecome sufficiently accustomed to forest lifeto be educated to the fact that no real dangerslurk for horses here. The myriad escapes ofall those far-away ancestors, right down to thelittle hipparion, have left this surviving descen-dent amply equipped with all the hereditarydefences that not only kept the line unbroken,but evolved the splendid alarm apparatus ofthe horse's ear, with the pivots automaticallyand instantaneously directing the ears to thedanger, whatever its situation, without inter-fering with the direction of the horse's

flight.In a flight for life, this evolved provision meansmany seconds gained, where seconds count forlife or death. Disciple is worth observing andstudying as a product of evolution, and of thesurvival of the fittest. Now even you can hear something; thesnapping of twigs and little sticks; the hurriedrush of tiny f eet through bracken; and awayin the opening, dark against the sky, appearsa greyish red arch of palpitating living things.It is a herd of startled deer; does and fawnsfirst, and stags behind. There is high brackenon the raised sides of the sunk grass track you 129



The horse, as comrade and friend N The Horse, as Comrade and Friend are following, and, in the head-long rush, theleaders clear the depression in most magnifi-cent leaps. What the leader jumps over, allthe rest jump over. There must be fortyor fifty at least; and, as the bulk of the herdcome on and leap together, you get that weirdeffect of the arch against the sky with thedaylight showing below. In three seconds itis over, and thefaint and fainter snapping is allthat remains. Disciple was quite interested, and gave asnort as they vanished. The very momenthe saw them, his nerve tension was released,for he instantly realised that they were not ofthe kind to hurt horses. How this knowledgeso suddenly came to him wants a little thinkingover, for he had never seen deer before in hislife. Clearly the information was instinctiveand detailed, for it

was quite definite anddependable as far as he was concerned. The transition from this interruption to theresumption of the quest is not immediate.You do not prompt him. He is still standingon the spot where he so suddenly pulled up.He sniffs in the air, as though a waft of thescent of the deer has come to him, andhe is stillintently listening, his eyes fixed on the placewhere he last saw them. Then he moves afew paces forward, as though to follow them,and stops again, ears pricked, still listening.He gives a snort and a little bound, and, with 130



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend his head half-turned, points his ears again.It is plain he has heard the last of them, fornow he turns his head to the left, gives you aglance, and résumés his walk. He makes adozen paces, then remembers the quest, stops,and puts down his head to piek up the scent.As he passes the spot of the deer-leap he haltsin his stride and sniffs the air, to the left andto the right, goes on, and again bends down topiek up the pony scent. After this he résuméshis fast walk as though nothing had happened.The track leads to a little green dell, open tothe sky; and here the ponies, spreading out,had fed for a little, and there are more drop-pings and the usual inquest. Something musthave startled them, for you can see, from thelaid grass further on, that they had rushedtogether, and

scampered in hne after theirleader, who had left the track altogether andplunged into the underg-rowth at the side.The laid lines in the lush spring grass makesthis plain to you, and evidently to Disciple,for he follows without hesitation; and in hiseagerness rushes you through some nut bushes,and you have to put up your hands to saveyour face. Now the ground slopes awayrapidly. It gets bare under some beeches,and at the bottom is a trickling stream almostchoked with last autumn's leaves, which thewinter winds have blown into this restingplace. The thick mass of withered red leaves, 131



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend newly turned up, show where the ponies hadcrossed the stream, and Disciple on the slopebreaks into a canter and jumps wide with amighty leap, and on the other side you have topull him back into his walk. There is nothing like the solitary ride, to getto know your horse to his core. A quest suchas this shows you his manner of thought, andthe things that direct him. You learn theworld as it looks to a horse; learn what henotices, what attracts him, what he disregardsand what he dislikes. When you get reallyskilled in this outlook, the interest of the soli-tary ride becomes absorbing. Every incidenttells you something new, something fresh;gives you weird facts to ponder over. Learnthis horse-world from the different points ofview of the mare, gelding, and stallion. Theyare quite

distinct. Each has a different out-look, and is actuated by differing stimuli, ordifferently by the same stimuli. The con-trasts are a study in themselves; are especiallycurious between the entire and the gelding :more curious still in a hybrid—the mule. Butthe stallion is the horse to ride for true com-radeship, for multiplicity of interest, and forthe deepest insight into the working of theequine mind. Try it and see. At the end of his rush Disciple examineshis ground, which is still pretty bare underthe beeches; catches sight of the hoof marks 132



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend and drops his head for a sniff. It's all right,so again the quick walk. For a full mile hetracks the wanderings of the little herd, throughunderwood, along a broad ride, then along anarrow winding track under the trees, andacross another little brook. One incidentcauses a short delay. The ponies had crossedanother horse track, apparently, from the trailof the grass, quite recent. Disciple spots itand stops to smell the ground for at least halfa minute. Then, ha ving reached his conclusionwith just a glance along the other track and ashake of the head, without further ado hedismisses it, and goes on. His pace quickens, and he is inclined nowand then to break into a trot which you repress,but he is getting hot on the scent, and, at thethird check, he throws up his head, and givesvent

to a half-suppressed neigh. They are notfar off now, and he knows it. He carries hishead high, peers eagerly to right and to left,with ears pricked to catch the slightest sound.He is getting quite excited, and tries to breakagain. He grunts with impatience, and ispulling quite hard on the bit. Just aheadyou are coming to another of these grassylittle dells, and, as you enter it, he is overcomeby his feelings and Iets go such a full-throatedroar that it echoes and re-echoes all around;and he is himself a little startled at the result.He stops still and neighs again, loud and long; k                                        133



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend strikes out with a foreleg and begins to prance,arching his neck and champing at the bit,which is covered with foam. He swings him-self quite round, prancing; throws his headabout, and conies again to a dead stop. Hestands rigid, looking ahead with a most pierc-ing gaze ; bit quite still, but muscles of hismouth twitching spasmodically. He hearssomething, for his ears are like steel. Then ahigh pitched neigh—a call to come to beobeyed—if ever there was one. Still he re-mains rigid, and listening. Tumbling over one another, bursting out ofsome gorse bushes all at once, appear fourlittle woolly-black, long-maned, long-tailedponies all of a size, and, three lengths behind,a little grey donkey, ears plastered down on hisneck, and braying like sin ! They are a goodhundred yards awav

when they break into thedell all together, and badly jostle one anotheras they race down in a mass, kicking andsquealing. It is quite a good race, for whenthey reach Disciple they are all rushing abreast,and their momentum is such that they allbut charge into him; and, in the pull upand sudden recoil, neddy dashes into theirrear, cutting short with the jerk a bray of apeculiarly rancorous kind. Disciple does not turn a hair, but if ever ahorse laughed he is doing so now. After allhis trouble it results in this ! As they spring 134



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend back, the four little ponies form a semicirclein front of him, and the neddy plays clownat the rear. For a moment they stand andgaze at this big horse who had called them—what for, goodness only knows—then shaketheir manes and tails, and all stretch out theirheads towards him, sniffmg and blowing.Disciple breathes a little hard, but keepsperfectly quiet; so quiet that they are en-couraged to come a little closer, and a littlecloser still. Now all their little heads areclose together, and their noses almost touchas they sniff and puf?. Each egging on theother, they press forward, just an inch at atime, to get a sniff and a touch of the greathorse's nose, which he stretches down to meetthem. Then oh ! -such a snuffing and blowing !It begins with restraint and moderation onboth sides;

just little smells at a few inchesdistance; gets animated with big and longdrawn out smells, Disciple's audible abovethe rest; pushful smells, with short grunts,almost barks, from Disciple; the excitementrises to snorts and squeaks, with a vehementrubbing of noses, when—Explosion! Adevastating roar from Disciple, with an instantstrike out of his foreleg, at which the fourlittle ponies, perfectly paralyzed, tumble overbackwards, completely upsetting neddy onto the ground, who had been stretching to getin a long distance smell over their backs. 135



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend It's over in a second ; Disciple stands quiet,and the little ponies recover themselves, andreform their semicircle two or three yardsaway. They shake their pretty heads, givea squeal or two, and then, one by one, stretchout their noses once more. Then one putshis ears back and stands aloof : the geldingof the party. Neddy, being of the male per-suasion, also stands aloof. So the next timeonly three come up, a little timidly, remember-ing that roar and the lightning-like stroke ofthe foot. Disciple pokes out his nose en-couragingly, and, with a whimpering neighor two, invites their confidence. Seeing thatthey hesitate, he even advances a step andgives the little neigh again. He knows theyare ladies, and assures them, as a gentleman,that he is prepared to receive them politely.They look at

one another, toss their manesand with mutual assent move a little closer.Disciple puts his great head down to meetthem, and his nostrils move in the tenderestsnuffle of a call. The one he more particularlylooks at, simply cannot resist him and goes upquite bravely; and the two others, not to beoutdone, follow up and the four noses all meetat the same time. Snuffles and smells ; pushesand withdrawals; a little excitement; moreexcitement ; and at last a squeal, not aroar this time, from Disciple; and just astamp of the foot. This time they are not 136
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend frightened at all, and only draw back alittle. Disciple steps up to them, and the noserubbing is resumed for a little. The geldingand the donkey stand sulkily away, with earshalf cocked, looking extremely dissatisfied andout of it. Then Disciple comes half a paceforward, gives a smell at the neck of the littlelady who so perkily came up to him, andscrapes it two or three times with his teeth.She not only approves, but herself advancesa pace to touch his neck with her lips, so thathe continues his scraping on her wither. Hegnaws hard, and she seeks his shoulder toreturn the compliment; whereupon he openshis mouth and bites, not too hard, on her back.Bites again and again. She winces and givesto him. but does not move away. He bitesmore excitedly, but still not to hurt, and

movesdown to her flank. lts a liberty, and ticklesher, and she gives him a little bite on theshoulder herself. But she does not turn awayfrom him. On the contrary, she moves herquarter in to him so that he grabs her, gentlyenough, by the thigh and playfully chews her,grunting and snorting the while. This, how-ever, is just a bit too much for her maidenmodesty, so she lashes out. He does it again,and she takes to her heels and bolts. Helooks after her and makes at first as though hewould follow, but his attention is suddenly 137
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend called to the fact that the other two littleladies, piqued by his neglect, are browsingwith animation on the other side of his neckand shoulder. He makes a dive at the flank ofthe nearest, and the action is so abrupt thatshe rears in defence, and puts a 'forefoot on hisneck, catching it in the rein. She excitedlytries to release herself, and you have to inter-vene to throw her off. Loves of the horsesare sudden and tumultuous, and courtship isof the briefest. The perky one, having com-pletely lost her small heart to Disciple, comesback to teil him so, and proceeds to do it asplainly as any little pony can. But the otherone who gnawed at his neck also finds herselfovercome with a sudden infafruation for him,and palpably indicates her capitulation. To-gether they get in front of Disciple, and pushand

jostle in their competition for his kindattentions. He gnaws at each impartially,and each responds as if she were his bestbeloved. Ecstatic thrills pass through thebodies of the two little ponies when in receiptof his favours, but the joy is intermittent, forhe can only gnaw one at a time. And thusentered this Garden of Eden that monster,green-eyed Jealousy. Side by side, each hasregarded herself as the true fiancée of thegreat horse; but now each is seized with theobsession that the obnoxious presence of theother alone frustrates attentions from Disciple 138



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend of the most piquant and intimate nature quitepersonal to herself. It is a wicked, wickedshame, and it is her own special friend whothus robs her of the fruits of her self-surrender.With them to think is to act. Each goesfor the other's forelegs, and down they bothdrop on their knees. The bites really are notgentle. The woolly little beasts are makingeach other's fur fly. They spring up, go foreach other's forelegs, and again they are downon their knees, grabbing with vigour and muchmingling of manes. Simultaneously theyarise, rear, and spar at each other at a distance;then, with open mouths, close, each with herforelegs round the other's neck. They bite,and bite again, in earnest. As background tothis orgy of mis-directed energy is the thirdlittle lady, following the swaying of the com-batants

with startled eyes, and still furtherbehind, with wondering countenances, thelittle gelding and donkey stand set for flight,in case of untoward developments comingtheir way. That anything so little could beso furious, is what is passing in Disciple's mind,as he regards his lady loves with pricked earsand the most rapt attention. He is visiblypained, and gives a stamp or two to show hisannoyance, when, before, all in the garden hadbeen so lovely. They go down and rise again,but, failing to clinch, they turn round andindulge in the most unholy kicking match. 139



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend One backs and gets in a doublé whack, but isforced forward again by a lurid rejoinder;then both lots of hind legs go up together, andthe air is made dark with turfs and hoofs.This must be stopped, or the little ponies willhurt themselves, so a disillusioned Disciple isforced forward and he gives each a good hardbite on the rump, and they are parted, puffingand blowing for want of breath and heavingwith their emotion. The other three startaway as though retribution was about to over-take them also, but pull up on seeing thatnothing happens. Disciple looks and snortshis displeasure, first at one antagonist andthen at the other; shakes his head, and in-dicates that he had no further interest in theproceedings. You turn his head homewards, and he leadsoff tranquilly without evincing the least

desireto linger on the battlefield. More time hasbeen taken up than you intended, so you makeyour way to the nearest ride to go home bythe shortest road, and put Disciple into an easyding-dong trot. You must have gone atleast half a mile, when Disciple throws his earsback and starts into a canter. Lo and beholdit's the little ponies galloping af ter you \Disciple's two sweethearts have made up theirtiff and ar© racing side by side; the thixd littlemare is close at their heels, and the geldingand donkey, coming on quite unwillingly, are a 140



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend good bit in the rear. As the two scamper up,manes and tails waving, they come, one oneach side, almost touching your toes. Dis-ciple's for home, and beyond keeping an eye oneach takes no notice and continues his stride.Little ponies' hearts are tender, and they likethe big horse. As they scamper alongsideyou can see they are out for some fun. Theychuck down their heads and kick up theirheels, make prodigious leaps on the leastexcuse, or with no excuse at all—feint atbiting Disciple—and sheer round in pretenceof a kick. And thus they keep up with you right to theedge of the Forest, and on to the grass landbeyond. It goes against the grain to have toscare them off, but if you did not they wouldfollow you home. So you pull up, and themsharp cracks of the hunting whip send

threescampering back to the gelding and donkey,who have just emerged from the ride. An-other day, perhaps, you will meet them again,as old friends. It is worth a little trouble tosecure a second encounter, for they will presentamusingly fresh problems, and give you quitea lot to think over. 141
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER XI TRAINING FOR JUMPING OF all his achievements, jumping is thatform of action which gives the horsethe greatest delight, for it calls intoplay, to their extremity of attainment, thebest of his mental and muscular powers, atone and the same time. In the combination ofman and horse, jumping brings to the paircloser community of interest, thought, judg-ment, and action, than in any other of thephases of their assoeiation. For the timebeing their mentality is practically identical.You and your best old hunter, who have beenthrough so much together, and have had thesame experience a thousand times over in thepreparation for and negotiation of jumps,probably view any given jump with an absoluteidentical outlook; from the same consider-ations and conclusions, you two form preciselythe same

judgment as to how it is to benegotiated ; man and horse each know exactlywhat the other is going to do in the circum-stances; and for a certain number of seconds 145



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend you and your horse act together absolutelyas if you were of one flesh—the Centaur inactual f act. It is this unity of mentality andaction between man and horse which formsthe greatest charm and attraction of hunting.In all the eventualities you know to an ouncewhat you are going to get out of the old horse ;and the old horse knows to an ounce what heis going to get out of you, and you two acttogether accordingly. In the hunting field there is nothing morecomical than the actions of a disunited pair,always in two minds as to everything theyencounter. The best hunting jokes relate tothe breaking up of that molecule into its com-ponent atoms. In teaching Disciple to jump, begin on thetheory that you wish to show him somethingnew which is going to be a special treat to him,and that

you only allow him to jump as atreat and reward. He will soon accept thatview of the matter and will jump just as oftenas you let him. For Heaven's sake, from thevery beginning, never once drive him over ajump. Never let him for an instant thinkthat jumping is an unpleasant duty which heis to be forced to do against his will. If thatidea ever gets into his head and develops intoconviction, it will infallibly lead to refusals.What you have got to keep always before you,in training a horse to jump, is to do it on a 146



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comradc and Friend plan that has for its special object the elimina-tion of every tendency to refuse any jumpat which he is put. Never, in his training, puta horse at a jump which is at all likely to pro-duce a refusal. You must use your bestjudgment in this matter. In jumping, as ineverything else, you must use the system oflittle steps, by which you will know to a cer-tainty what is, and what is not—for the timebeing—within your horse's capacity. Alwaysmake the lessons quite short, so that, duringthe training, the horse is never tired. If hegets tired, the conceit that the jumping is atreat and reward will fade from his mind, andthe risk of a refusal begins to inerease in directratio to the inerease of his fatigue. Moreover,jumping brings into play an entirely freshlot of muscles, and the strains must be putupon them

quite gradually in order that thesemuscles may develop to their maximum pro-portions and tenacity of fibre without risk ofsprain or rupture. For all these reasons goquite slow, and stick to the system of littlesteps. Festina lente, every time. By so doingyou make the quickest progress, and avoidany risk of failure. Whatever is worth doingat all, is always worth doing in the very bestpossible way. In the matter of his first learning to jump,let a horse always think that he is doing all thethinking himself. It improves his brain and 147



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hors e, as Comrade and Friend courage, makes him work intelligently, andhelps the idea that he is being allowed to jumpas a treat and favour to himself. One of thebest ways of starting this idea and of beginningjumping, is to put him on the grass side of aroad, and, when he knows he is on the wayhome, to let him, at a walking pace, take thelittle drainage channels, at his own speed andin his own way. He will probably at first tryto take them in his stride. Let him do so.It will teach him to aecommodate his strideto the inequalities of their occurrence and size.In a little while give him a tap with yourriding whip, just as he arrivés at each, and hewill hop over them with a baby jump. Don'tuse the reins except to keep him on the grass.Let him do everything in his own way andtime. It will amuse him, and he is learning

allthe time. He will gradually learn that yourmind                matter of fact, controlling his ; for from time to time you correct his faults.As his own judgment improves, he recognisescertain things to have been faults, and respectsyours. It is in this way that your old hunteracquired his great confidence in you, and him-self played up to your judgment of things.After Disciple has played with these littledrains for a while, teil him to " trot," and to" jump " as he goes over them. He will soondo it quite nicely at the trot, checking himselfappropriately in his stride. He will soon 148



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend learn the meaning of this new word " jump,"and as soon as he does so, leave of? the tapswith the whip and use the word each time.On the second or third day of doing this, youwill find Disciple will want to leave the roadas soon as he comes to the grass and littlegrips, just for the pleasure of hopping overthem. If you have the back to live near forest orcommon, it is always possible to select a num-ber of quite little jumps to begin with—ditchesof all kinds, little gorse growths and the like.If there is an object in getting across them whichDisciple can understand, such as getting outof undergrowth into an open space of grass,so much the better for him, as it gives pointto your order to " jump," and, if the jump is alittle bigger than what he has previously beenaccustomed to, he will the

more willinglymake the greater effort. This question ofobject becomes quite an important one whenyou begin to negotiate larger obstacles, suchas a water-ditch, a gap in a fence between twofields, and the horse will willingly tackle agreater width or height than he has attemptedbefore, because he understands that you wantto get him into the next field, which he will bequite keen to do as he would like to explore ithimself. Before you start your run, point outthe ditch or gap to him, and in a conversationalvoice repeat the word " jump " three or four r,                                        149



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend times, and he will quite understand what youwant him to do, and you can teil by the way hegoes for either of them what is his own opinionof his eapacity to clear it. When the exacttaking-off place arrivés, say " jump " again asa sharp order, and you will find that in a fewtimes he will value your judgment as to taking-off and follow it. When you want to intimateto him that af ter a few more jumps you aregoing to make him rely on his own judgmentin taking-off, lower your voice in giving the" jump " order, and give less and less emphasisto the word until it is just a mere observationen passant. Probably you have never thoughtof giving the verbal order to jump to a horse,but, when you give it a systematic trial intraining a youngster, it will astonish you whata real help it is. You can, if

you like, carryit so far that a horse, on level ground and withno obstacle before him, will take a high jumpin the air just on your order. There is apractical side to this accomplishment, for ahorse so trained can safely jump over barebarbed wire.* sfc ?" ..                   $                          j|i                          s|c                          ?j? Putting him at the casual natural obstaclesone meets on moorland and in forest, gradually *Many Boer farmers in the Transvaal train their ponies tojump naked barbed wire. 150



The horse, as comrade and friend Jumping an invisible fence [To face vage 150 ir



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend from the smallest to the largest he can getover or across without risk or refusal, is ofcourse the soundest way of teaching Discipleto jump ; but it may be required to teach himto negotiate the obstacles he would be facedwith at a local Show or at the AgriculturalHall, Islington, such as hurdles, doublé hurdles,gates, gorse fences, imitation walls and the like. Now, in such a case, you have to train thehorse or pony to jump with the special disad-vantages that no ulterior object in the jump isapparent to him; that all the appliances areartificial; and that the jump itself, whenultimately raised, is the highest part of thebarrier he sees before him—whereas thenatural tendency of a horse is to select thelowest or easiest part of the obstacle. Youhave, therefore, a mucL

bigger task; and haveto rely more than ever for success upon Dis-ciple's love of jumping for its own sake, andthe belief with which you have imbued himthat he is being allowed to jump as a treatand reward. For these reasons it is all themore necessary that you should proceed inthe smallest of small steps, and that he shoulddo everything of his own volition, and not bedriven to do it. The greatest treat you can give some horsesand ponies is to permit them to jump in hand,that is, without a rider and on the leadingrein. In some cases, especially those of three and 151
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The horse, as comrade and friend 9 The Horse, as Comradc and Friend four year olds, the teaching of jumping in handis the best way, for their bones, tendons andmuscles are not yet at their best to take theheavy strains involved, and by jumping themwithout a rider the strains are much less;moreover, their judgment as to taking off andlanding is entirely unfettered. Training for jumping is an art in itself, andthis chapter cannot pretend to a full treat-ment of the subject; only to touch lightlyupon those basic principles on which successdepends, and each reader, if he is so disposed,can adapt these principles to his own specificrequirements. For a jump in hand, therequirements as to paraphernalia are theordinary two vertical posts, with holes andpegs for the horizontal bar, plus smooth guidebars on each of the wings running from theground to the very top of the

posts at an angleof 25° from the horizontal. The object ofthese guide bars is to allow the leading rein onstriking them to slide right up and over thetop of the posts without any possibility of therein catching in anything that would put ajerk on the pony's head at the moment ofapproaching, rising and clearing the bar. Ifthere is a doublé jump, the guide rails for theleading rein must be carried on from the topsof the first two vertical posts to the tops of thesecond pair of vertical posts, to clear themalso. The guide rails should dip between the 152
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend two sets of vertical posts, when they arevery high, 25° down and 25° up again to thetop of the second posts. These are essentialsin the prevention of accidents, and for thatreason attention is here especially drawn tothem. As to the character of the obstaclesthemselves attached to the vertical posts,they may vary from the plain rope or bar tothe most complicated hurdles, furze bushes,gates and imitation walls, for the time beingin vogue at the shows. But, whatever the character of the obstacleyou want the horse or pony to jump, beginwith leading him through the approaches andvertical posts, at a walk, with nothing in theshape of any obstacle there. Let him examineand smell the posts, guide bars, and whateverelse there may be there of a permanent nature,to his heart's

content, and so thoroughly that hewill take no further notice of them. Then, ifyou are going to start him with a rope or bar,let the rope or bar lie on the ground and lethim walk over it. Put it up three inches and lethim walk over it again—then another three inchesand so on until he finds it necessary to hopover it. Remember always the little steps. Ifyou are starting him to learn to jump a furze-bush hurdle, first put a little loose furze bushbetween the vertical posts and let him walkover it; then a little more ; then the beginningof a hurdle, and add to its height quite 153
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend gradually, eventually raising the f uil sized hurdleitself on the vertical posts. The same with theartincial brick wall. Begin with a line ofloose wooden bricks on the grass, put anotherrow on top and so on little by little until quitegradually you have arrived at the heightwhich necessitates a hop over and then ajump. In the case of each and every one ofthe different kinds of obstacles, begin it in itsmost elementary form and increase its diffi-culty, as imperceptibly as you can, up to thelimit of the animal's powers. Even when Disciple has become a reallyfine performer over these various obstacles,on each fresh day always see that they arelow and well within his capacity, to begin with.Raise them, little by little, until you put areal tax upon his jumping powers. Abusehim by word of mouth (not

angrily, but inreproach or ridicule) when he makes palpableerrors, and praise him when he does well.He will pay the utmost attention to what youhave to say to him, and will be pleased withyour approval and try to win it. When hehas done something exceptionally good, makea great fuss over him and give him a lump ofsugar. He will know quite well what it is for,and he will make ef?orts to win another lump. ***** Follow precisely the same procedure when 154



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend training for jumping in saddle. It is quitehelpful to do the jumping in hand and insaddle on alternate days, and it stimulatesDisciple's intelligence and judgment. As soonas he becomes proficient in both, it is a goodthing to have a few spectators to begin toaccustom Disciple to the ordeal of the crowd,which he will have to face at the local Show.Get the spectators to make a little noise, and,as it is sure to put him off his jumping, see thatthe jumps are very low. By degrees he willtake less notice of the noise, and as he getsaceustomed to it, put the jumps a little higher.Finally he won't trouble his head about thespectators at all, and will jump in his bestform. Do not be disappointed, however, ifat his first or second Show he is entirely offhis jumping. Enter him for as many eventsas possible—for

musical chairs and anythingelse open to him—just to get him aceustomedto the crowds and their little ways. But theordeal at the Agricultural Hall is ten timesworse than anything he will have to face in thesummer Shows in the open air. The roof and itsreverberations, the blaze of electric lights, thegalleries, the arena itself with its f ringe of heads,the applause and laughter, the unaccustomedappearance of the jumps, the excited neighing ofthe stallions, and above all, the th"illing per-formances of the band have a most unsettlingeffect upon an animal up for the first time. 155



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend On his way to the Hall, on his first visit, hehad had the most frightful time of his life.The train was bad enough, but the tramcarsand motor omnibuses blazing with electriclight, as they did bef ore the war, and discord-ant with bells, coming at him and behind himone after another, made him think that theend of his world had come. Quite a numberof animals coming for the first time to theShow, neither drink, eat, nor sleep the firstnight, and some (mostly mares, worried by theneighing of the stallions) have been known totouch neither oats, hay, nor water the wholetime they were in the building. Unless thenovice is of an unusually equable temperament,an owner must not expect his Pegasus to dowell in the Jumping Classes on the first orsecond visit to the Agricultural Hall—but allhorses have

long memories, and the stagefright gradually disappears. Animals new tothe London Shows do require and merit all thehelp that can possibly be given to them, andit would certainly be of great assistance andimmensely improve the jumping of novices ifthey could be permitted practice over theobstacles in the early morning, and even givenone free run to accustom them to the crowdand noise in the actual eompetitions. Everyencouragement should be given by the Societiesusing the Hall to novice jumpers. Of all theanimals shown, they are the most severely 156



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend handicapped by the newness of the conditionsin which they are called upon to display theirtalents, and it is not every owner of a promisingjumper that can afford to send him up two orthree times to Islington before he begins tohave a chance of coming home a winner. Suchconcessions would certainly increase the num-ber of novices in the Jumping Classes; andthe public, while welcoming the good old-timers that perform so well year after year,are keen to see new faces, manes and tails.The public enter into and understand thejumping competitions without difficulty, but notalways the other selections, which sometimes,and for various reasons, are puzzles even tothe very elect. Hence the large attendancesin the afternoon when the jumping takes place.There is a great deal of trouble and

expense takenin preparing them, and the novice animalsought really to have a better chance of givingcreditable performances. Perhaps the greatauthorities may be led to take notice of thislittle request, which is made on behalf of manygood, but high-strung and nervous horses andponies. 157
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER XII TRAINING FOR DRIVING YOU have ridden and trained Disciplesufficiently to have him under controlin every possible way. He answersvoice or reins promptly and con amore.In response to your voice alone he movesfrom any one pace, or gait, into any other ;starts, comes to a stand, and turns to rightor left. He jumps well, and loves it. When,either mounted or afoot, you teil him to " liedown" he does so, and remains there untilyou teil him to " get up." If you want himto lie flat on his side, you teil him to " lie over ";if you want him to come up from the proneposition on to a level keel again, you teil himto " lie up." When he is on a level keel, siton the saddle or on his rump; when prone onhis side, sit on his shoulder, on his quarters,or on the grass between his neck and forelegs,with his chest for your back-

prop. On a longride, to He down is a rest for the horse andyourself, and you will find that he loves it.If, while you are still on the ground, you teil 161



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend him to " get up," he will do so, exercising thegreatest care not to touch or hurt you. Youcan train him to stand over you " on guard."while you lie on the ground. When thoroughlytrained he will not move a pace from you,and, if you are, or pretend to be, asleep, hewill stand there motionless; or just occasion-ally toüching you with his soft nose to assurehimself that you are all right. As an extensionof the " on guard" idea, it is quite easy toteach him to stand over your coat, or hat,while you yourself perambulate away from him.It is also most useful to teach him to stand" anchored," when his reins are thrown overhis head and lie trailing on the ground. Thisis a great Far-West practice, and is usedextensively in Mexico, Brazil, Argentina andAustralia. Teach him to " follow," which hewill do, with

his nose just at your right elbow. Every lady's hunter ought to be taught to" lie down " at the word. The most seriousaccidents to ladies in the hnnting field do notoccur, as a rule, from any actual fall, but fromthe struggles and kicking of an excited animal,scared by finding himself on the ground inunaccustomed circumstances, and in which hehas not been practised, or, in fact, subjectedto any control. If he has been taught to liedown habitually, and he falls at a fence, hewill at once cease to struggle, if his rider callsout to him authoritatively to "lie down." It is 162



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend curious that this commonsense bit of training,which would save so many serious accidentsto children, ladies, and even men, in thehunting field, has not only not been broughtinto common usage in this country, but appears,with this safeguard as an object, never to havebeen practised by hunting men at all. When Disciple has become thoroughly pro-ficient in all saddle-work, you may wish toadd harness work to his accomplishments.Begin by letting him stand in his stall in har-ness. Before putting on the new equipment,show all of it to him thoroughly, and let himsmell it all over. He will understand thatyou have some new game on for him, and willtake a keen interest in all the paraphernalia.Talk to him all the time when you are puttingthe harness on. Show each individual pieceto him,

and put it very slowly on his back,scratching his back as you do so. Handle histail and quarters well before you put on thecrupper and breechings, and again, afterwards.When all is in position, flap all the traces,breechings and loose straps about, gently atfirst, and then with increasing vigour, so thathe becomes accustomed to have them danglingabout him. Let him spend an hour or twofully caparisoned in the loose-box, and free tomove about in it, before you take him outside. Have no blinkers on the bridle. They arenot only wholly unnecessary, and serve no 163



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend good purpose whatever, but interfere in hisrelations with you as his driver; f or it is anobject with him to have a look at you occasion-ally, and a pleasure to him as well. Graduallyaecustomed, as he will be, to the sight of thevehicle behind him, neither it, nor it's movingwheels, will have any terrors for him. If a horse has been always used to blinkers,it is the easiest thing in the world, if you wishhim to do without them, to accustom him totheir absence. Replace the leather bunkerswith stif? cardboard blinkers of the same size,and every two or three days cut off a quarterof an inch in front. In less than a monththey will have disappeared altogether. Thisplan is an apt illustration of the advantageof educating the horse by little steps at a time. When Disciple has stood an hour or twoharnessed in

his loose-box, take him outsideon a leading rein, and walk him about witheverything dangling about him; and don'tforget to have two or three lumps of sugarin your pocket. In turning a horse on theleading rein always turn him away from youand not towards you. It is much safer to dothis. If you turn a young and frisky horsetowards yourself and he rears he can strikeyou with his f ore f eet. He can't, if you turnhim away from you. Talk to him all thetime, and you will find everything go quitewell. Stop him with the word " stand," and 164



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend set him off again with the word " walk." Dothis a number of times. Next day take himfor a walk on the road. There will be notrouble. On the third day put on the driving reinsin the loose-box, and gradually flap them allover him, so that he is not scared by theirtouch anywhere. When you take him outside,use a leading rein as before, and get your manto carry the driving reins behind the horseloosely, and so that no pull at all comes on thebit. Lead him and turn him about the yardfirst, and then take him out on the road. Hehas no blinkers on, and is able to see yourman following him and also the reins. Againstop him and start him with the words " stand "and " walk." Af ter a mile or so, turn the horse home-wards, and let your man take the leading reinwhile you take the driving reins. For a

littlecarry them loosely, as your man did, withoutany pull on the bit. Then stop him, withthe word " stand" accompanied with thefirst pull on the bit. Release the pull, andstart him with the word " walk." Now teilyour man to hold the leading rein quite slacklyand to drop behind the horse's shoulder, sothat, from now on, you direct the horse'smovements with your voice and the drivingreins alone. Teil your man that you aregoing to turn the horse to left and right, so ll                                            165



The horse, as comrade and friend p The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend that he may be prepared to keep the leadingrein slack in both eventualities. Then directDisciple with your voice " Right turn " andpull the appropriate rein, " Left turn " ditto,and " Forward " when you want him to keepstraight ahead. In a very few minutes hewill have absorbed this new line of instructionquite intelligently, and you can dispense withthe leading rein. Give him another day'spractice at this, and he will then be ready tolearn to pull. The easiest way to teach a horse to pull isto get two men to haul on the traces, lengthen-ing each with about lOft. of rope, so that themen remain behind you. At first they shouldcarry the ropes and traces quite slackly, with-out any pull on them. You will first gothrough the previous day's operations ofstarting, stopping and turning with everythingslack.

When you first give the horse theword to " Pull," teil your men to put only alittle drag on the traces ; just sufficiënt to keepthem taut. The next time you say " Pull,"let them put more drag on; and subsequentlygradually increase the drag, until they areputting all their weight on to the horse. Takecare that the weight is increased very gradually,so that there is no hazard of a refusal on thepart of Disciple. If you get him to under-stand that you want him to pull, on the word,he will do so cheerfully; but there is some 166



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend little risk of his misunderstanding the weightas being meant as an indication to him to stop.For this reason, it is well for you to carry agig whip, so that you can touch him on thequarters when you give him the word to " Pull." Give him another day of this, until hethoroughly understands puiling at the word,both on the straight and in turning. Thenext thing is to introducé him to the vehicle,to which you intend to harness him. There isnothing better than an American four-wheelbuggy, with a full lock so that you can turnround in the width of an ordinary road. Forlightness of draft, up hill and down, smoothrunning, absence of repairs, and ease for yourhorse, a well-built, rubber-tyred, full lock four-wheel buggy, made by a good American buildercannot be surpassed Bring it out into theyard, when

Disciple is standing outside. Takehim up to it slowly and let him look at it, andsmell it all he wants to. Take him all roundit and talk to him. Lift up the shafts anddrop them. Lift up the buggy with one hand,and turn the wheels round ; slowly at first thenquickly. Shake the buggy until it rattles, andmove it forwards and backwards. He will bequite intelligent about it, and will understandthat this is just one more of your games inwhich you wish him to participate. After he has seen everything there is to seeand is quite familiarised with the buggy in all 167



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend its aspects, put the driving reins on him with a short leading rein coiled up for subsequent use. Walk in front, using the driving reins, and get your men, each holding a shaft, to follow him with the buggy behind as close up as possible. A quarter of a mile of this will do. Then stop, give him a bit of sugar, coil up the driving reins and tie them up on his back, have the leading rein ready and get the two men, while you talk to Disciple, to bring the buggy up quite slowly and put the shafts in the tugs. Teil them to hold them there by the pressure of their fingers when you presently lead the horse on. It is not the least likely that Disciple will object to have the buggy follow him so closely, as he knows all about it, and you have already taught him to pull; but it is well always to be prepared for any

eventuality. Therefore do not have the traces fastened to the pull-bar, or the breechings to the shafts, at this first essay. He will get the sense of pull all right through the shafts being held in the tugs, and if, by any unlikely chance, Disciple did make a fuss, it is quite easy for the men—but only on your order—to release the shafts and fall behind with the buggy. This eventuality, and what they are to doin case of trouble, having been explained toyour men and properly understood, startDisciple with the words "Walk" and "Pull," 168



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend on the leading rein, with yourself at his shoulder.It is a hundred to one that everything willgo all right. Talk to him and go about onehundred yards. Stop and pet him, and administerjust one lump of sugar. Start again and continuefor a quarter of a mile, talking to him atintervals. Stop, and if everything has goneall right, take off the leading rein, uncoil thedriving reins, fall back behind your men tothe level of the forecarriage, and start himagain with the words " Walk" and " Pull."You have him under complete control with thedriving reins, and it is again a hundred to onethat all will be right. Go half a mile thus, stop,pet Disciple, give him another piece of sugar inreward for his perfect behaviour, and get themen to make the traces fast to the pullbar,and the breeching to the shafts. Then letthe

men go back to their former places, eachwith his hand on his shaft, and start again.Disciple won't know the dif?erence. Afteranother half mile, during which you havetalked to Disciple from your new position,stop, go to his head, pet him and give him justanother lump of sugar. Take the opportunity of this stop, and whileyou are at Disciple's head, to get one of yourmen to get up into the driving seat and stepdown again two or three times, so that thehorse gets accustomed to the swaying of thebuggy. Then with the two men at their 169



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend places at the shafts, get up yourself and starthim with the familiar "Walk" and "Pull,"All will go right. Stop and start him often.Talk to him, and you will see him turn hishead just sufficiently to get a sight of you onthe box. When he comes to a stand, he willbend his neck right round to get a good squarelook at you. Get down and. go up to himand make a thorough fuss of him. He is notscared or frightened in the least. With your-self at his head and your men still at the shafts,turn him round in the road to face for home.Do this quite slowly, as it is the first time thathe will see the buggy following him in thisposition. Walk at his head for anotlier fiftyyards, then turn him completely round again,to get him more used to it. Again mount to the driving seat, and walkthe horse for a quarter of a mile.

Teil yourmen that you are going to trot him slowly,and that they are to keep their positions andrun alongside. Then teil Disciple to " Trot,"and he will do so without demur. Keep at aslow trot for a mile, then teil him to " Walk,"and let him continue at the walking pace fora mile. Then stop; a little petting and thelump of sugar. Teil him to " stand." Lethim stand here for a quarter of an hour. Movearound him, so that he understands that it ispart of the business to stand still for a while.Get up again and walk and trot alternately 170



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend until you get home. Enter your drive at awalking paee and so continue to the stables.Make a great f uss of him on arrival; unharnesshim; take him round the buggy, which hewill look at and smell with renewed interest,and yourself take him into his stable andunharness him. The next day start in the same way, butafter a couple of hundred yards fix the tracesand breeching and walk and trot Disciple withyour men at the shafts. After a couple ofmiles, let one man get up into the back seat,and walk and trot as before. After anothermile, let the second man get up and all will beright. At the end, and before you turn roundto come home, let both men get down to theirplaces at the shafts. Then turn round quiteslowly and stop for the men to get up. Onhis homeward way Disciple will go like an

oldcustomer and you can let him trot a littlefaster. On your way home turn him roundtwo or three times, and for these turns let themen get down and take up their previouspositions, but a pace or two away from theshafts. They are there only to be handy incase of need, but they will not be needed. Thus, in a week from the commencement ofoperations, you will have broken Disciple toharness without the least trouble to him, orto yourself. It has been done by a progressionof very little steps, in each one of which you 171



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend have had his willing co-operation; and neveronce has he been scared or frightened by any-thing that you have asked him to do. ***** More horses are spoilt in breaking intoharness than in any other way. The horse iseasy enough to teach ; but it is so difficult toreally teach the man. The usual Britishgroom cannot be taught anything. He hashis own ways, from which he will not depart,however much trouble you may take to tryand convince him that they are detrimentalto the objects in view, namely, the breakingof the horse without scaring him, and withoutmaking him believe that man is an enemy.He will listen, respectfully enough, to all youhave to say; and, immediately your back isturned, will straight away do again what hedid before. Follow such a groom on his heelsinto the stable, and

you will find that thehorses, who always welcome you with a whinny,turn nervously away from him and lay theirears back. His bed-rock idea is that he mustalways exhibit to his charges his mastery overthem. When grooming them, he speaksroughly. He makes them move over smartly,and, if they do not move over smartly enoughto please him, he hits them with the brush.He picks up their feet roughly. When he is 172



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend standing near a horse, you can see a certainnervous tremor, and an expression in the eyeof the animal, that teil the tale with unf ailingaccuracy of his treatment of his charges inprivate. When a groom gets a kiek or a bitein a stable from an animal, who has been longunder his charge, the oceurrence tells againstthe man rather than against the horse. Sucha groom is never the comrade of his horses,and, but for the fact that they have to lookto him for their food and drink, they wouldprefer to have no truck with him at all. Whenthey are turned out to grass, his entry into thefield is the signal for them to move away andhe can never get near them ; sometimes noteven with the customary bait of a feed; theyknow him too well. On the other hand, to agroom who is their well-loved comrade,

hisincoming is welcomed with neighs and a racingscamper up to him ; feed, or no feed. To a groom, so out of sympathy with hishorses that they are afraid of him, it is theworst mistake to entrust one of them to himto break into harness. Sueh a man is sureto be short-tempered. The horse views withsuspicion every new thing that the groom does,and is prepared for defence, and, if need be,for revolt. The man has not the intelligenceto understand horse-nature, or his horses wouldnot be afraid of him, and his one idea, if thingsdo not go well, is force and punishment, 173



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Instead of a succession of little steps, all of whichthe horse can understand, he wants to make bigsteps, which the horse will not understand andwill resent. And so mutual antagonism is setup at the beginning of the course, and the resultis, not only little or no progress in breaking,but the very effective spoiling of the horse. Some horses are so sweet-tempered thateven a short-tempered man cannot help butsucceed in breaking them into harness. Butit is when diffioulties arise that he fails. It ismost essential that, in giving orders to assist-ants during the breaking, a level tone of voiceshould always be employed, without a tracéof excitement in it. Something scares thehorse and he gets excited, and to this particularbrand of fooi it appears appropriate that, insuch circumstances, he should shout

his in-structions at the top of his voice. It does notoccur to him that he is adding to the terrorof the horse. The more the horse gets scared,the more excitedly the groom yells to theassistants, and, unless he succeeds in gettingcontrol of the horse by main force, he endsin scaring his assistants too, and thus theaccident happens, which, when he relates theresult to the owner viewing the remains, appearto him clear proof that " that there 'oss mightbe a good saddle 'oss, but 'e'd never make an'arness 'oss as long as he lived, and it's lucky,sir, we found it out in time." 174



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend In his system of breaking by vis majeure,the short-tempered groom encounters problemsin which force is, of course, no remedy; andit is then that the little intelligence there maybe in him deserts him altogether, and hebecomes a blind raging brute. Nothing up-sets his temper so much as the obstacle hedoesn't understand. He has not sufficientlyaccustomed the horse to his harness, or to pull;the coUar or breast-strap galls, and, when thehorse is asked to pull the load behind him, ithurts him, and he does not move forward.Instead of getting down to see what is wrongand put it right, and petting and encouragingthe horse to go ahead, he shouts and slashes,and saws at its mouth. Under punisbment,some animals will end their resistance bygoing ahead, but others of a sulky nature willcontinue

their refusal. The more the horserefuses, the more this sort of man loses histemper and rains blows upon the unfortunateanimal. He saws at its mouth, until its lipsand gums are a mass of foam and blood.Sweating and trembling with fear and thepunishment, and rearing with the pain of itsmouth, in about ten minutes of this treatment,the horse has been converted into a jibber forlife. If you have a valuable horse to breakinto harness, do it yourself. If that for anyreason is impossible, take the greatest care in 175



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend the selection of the man to whom you entrustso important a job. If your horse, when in a vehicle, slips up onthe road and falls, as may be the case onasphalte or ice, don't scold him in a loud andagitated voice. Go quickly and quietly to hishead, pat him on the crest of his mane andgive him the usual order to " lie down." Hewill keep quiet and make no struggle. Keepat his head and teil your man, or any helpfulbystander, to quietly release the belly-band,traces, and breechings, and, while the horseis still on the ground with you at his head, toslowly draw back the vehicle until the shaftsare quite clear of the horse. Then teil himto " get up," which he will do quite quietlyand with the minimum of damage to hisknees. It is not often that a horsesustains severe damage in the actual fall:most

occurs when the horse is scared andstruggles. When a like accident occurs with the exeit-able unintelligent groom in charge, he generallyloses his head completely, jumps noisily of? hisbox, raises his voice to the horse and shoutsto the bystanders who run up to assist. If hehad kept quiet, the horse would have keptquiet; but excited by the commotion, thenoise, and the men running up to him, thehorse struggles and tries to get up. Entangledby the harness and shafts, he rises only to fall 176



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend and struggle again, and thus the greater damageis done. In any and every kind of accident to a horse,never raise the voice ; keep cool, talk to himand pet him, and, even if he is hurt, you willimmediately disperse his fears and have himunder complete control. 177
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER XIII THE MOST WONDEREUL THING IN THEWORLD THE mystery of procreation and the con-tinuation of life handed down fromgeneration to generation is the study ofall studies, for it is the peak from whichevery theory and problem of origin, relation-ship, and destiny has, in final resort, to beviewed and reviewed. The widest problemsof space, matter, and motion are involved;the meaning of the universe; the reason andobject of Hf e; the why and whither of every-thing. The contemplation of such highthoughts is the true religion, the stay andfoundation of all morals. Come down, from the contemplation of theremote universe and its starry systems as awhole, to this world; from this world, to itsmatter; from matter in general, to organizedmatter; to the long development from thelowliest

organisms, up to insects, fishes, birds,and beasts. Still further narrow the view tothe mamalia and man. They are so close %                                             181



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend in affinity, as to be almost one in essence andin spirit. So close are they that their" whither " cannot lie f ar apart. In the quality of the senses man has littleor no superiority over his brother mammaha.In sight, hearing and smell, other membersof the family have the greater gifts; but someof the birds have an incomparable supremacyin long distance sight and hearing over any ofthe mammaha. If man excels at all, it is inthe nuances of taste, but, more importantly,in delicacy of feeling, the hereditary results ofeducation in the course of thousands of genera-tions. As to brain and brain power, it seems certainthat every kind of animal's brain, includingman's, is developed (on an average of thewhole, but varying in respect of individuals)to an equal pitch of efficiency and range, in thesufficieney

required to successfully maintaintheir existence in their several modes of life.Brain power, in degree, consists in facility ofresponse to stimuli, and in all matters of vitalimportance the degree of brain power mustbe equal in all animals; but the range of brainpower will vary in accordance with the rangeof stimuli, of which account has to be takento maintain existence. In degree, man'sbrain power is probably not in excess of thatof any of the more intelligent mammals; butthe range of stimuli encompassed is enormously 132



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend greater, hence the great development in themass of the human brain. In man and the other mammals the stimuliand methods of procreation are the same;the methods of carrying and bearing theiryoung, the sustenance of their young whenborn, and their affection for their young, allare the same in essence. What variationthere is in detail, is the circumstance of diver-gent anatomical structure and mode of life. But in the degree of development of theyoung at birth, the most extraordinary vari-ations occur. Kittens and puppies are bornblind, and are utterly helpless prey to anybird or beast for whom they would form food.For many days they sleep the whole time,waking only for sustenance, and but for thehereditary abilities of their mothers to success-fully hide them, cats and dogs would

longere this have been extinct species. The humanprogeny, who arrivés endowed with no moreintelligence than a bag of pulp, is in worsecase still, for the enlarged infant, while whollyincapable of resistance but presenting solidattractions as a meal for carnivora, declinesto lie low and remain hid in a bush. Hishabit of advertising his precise locality bypiercing lamentations would have wiped thenuman species also out of existence; but forthe marvellous caprice, developed of heredity,of the human female, who unprovided, like the 183



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend kangaroo, with a suitable pouch, actuallycarried its young in its arms. Subsequentexpansion of the brain-pan of the male enabledhim to perceive that danger to the race lay inreposing absolute reliance upon the permanentcontinuance of a freakish female custom, sowith an expenditure of much grey brain-matter, and with many headaches, he graduallyand in succession invented houses, bassinettes,baby foods, nurse-girls, policemen and peram-bulators. It is thus that the human race hascontinued to this day—little stimuli actingon a range of brain power suf?iciently extendedand attuned to gather them in. The prehistorie dog was a small animal likea jackal, gregarious, without much strengthor courage, and no attacker except of smallthings and dead carcases; but his success inhiding

his mate and her young sufficed for thelong impotence of the puppies. The wildboar, with his tusks, is a ferocious and courage-ous beast, and the wild sow is no poltroon.As the element of effective protection comes in,the semi-comatose period of the young shortens.The young pigs can run well in a very fewdays. Wild cattle, and their cousins thebuffaloes, live in their herds, and both havethe habit, when danger appears, of forming acircle, horns outwards, with the calves in themiddle. It takes several days before a calfcan move quickly. But the horse has no such 184



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend weapon of defence. His sole defence in dangeris promptness of action, and his great speedin conveying himself away from its sc?ne. It is the foal that is the most wonderfulthing in the world. He come into it equippedwith every muscle fit for action, with everysense developed to its full; but most wonderfulof all, with a brain capable of instant decisionsand fortified with experience. Only under suchconditions could the equine race have survivedprior to their association with man as theirprotector. A critical examination of the con-duct of a foal, immediately following his birth,leaves not the slightest doubt that he is en-dowed with experience of the conditions ofhis new environment. Obviously this experi-ence has been gained in antenatal days. Whatdoes this mean ? It means that he has

seenwith his mother's eyes, heard with her ears,smelled with her nose, feit with her nerves.Whatever stimuli of the outer world have actedupon her brain have been transmitted throughthe nerve connections of the umbilical cord—the most wonderful telegraphic cable thatever was, or will be, because it transmits sight,sound, sensation, smell, sustenance and power,all in full degree and simultaneously—to thereceiving apparatus of the brain of the foalwithin her body, and have a3ted upon hisbrain also. When her brain has been at work,his brain has been at work. When she has 185



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend thought of nothing in particular he has beenasleep. But in all the mare's moments ofexcitement, quick mental decisions and vigorousmuscular actions, his brain has been educatedand his corresponding nerves and muscleshave been actuated under like, if shadowy,impulses. Whatever has happened to her hasbeen enacted in parallel, more faintly, inhim.Even in the early foetus, rudimentary inchoatestirrings must have taken place, ever growingstronger with the gradual growth and extensionof the nervous system, until, with the antenataldevelopment of the foal approaching itsmaximum, the impressions become so more andmore striking in their vividness as to comparewith those of the mare herself. There is not the least doubt that towardsthe end, the pictures of men, animals,

herbageand landscape f ormed within the foal's brainare as complete in colour and definition as inthe brain of the mare herself. The picturegrows upon the foal's brain exactly as it doesupon the ground glass plate of a camera withthe gradual opening of an iris diaphragm.First of all nothing, then dim impressions ofmovement, and of the greater masses of highlights and deep shadows. These brighten anddeepen ; then come the beginnings of definition,then in low tone a recognisable picture, andfinally, as when the diaphragm is completelyopen, the same in the sharpest definition and 186



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend contrast. But however low the tone of thepicture, the movement in it is always that ofactuality, and it is probable that movement,rather than contrasts of light and shade, makesthe earliest impression on the foal's mind, andcolour the last. The tone of the foal's pictures,even at the end, is probably low, but the move-ment, definition and contrasts quite perfect. Here foals have the luck to be born mostlyin the early hours of a sunny morning in May,the blessed month of wild flowers and sunshine.In this world there is nothing more perfectlyentrancing and delicious than to be out inflowering meadows between three and sevenon a sunny May morning, and nothing moreinspiring and wonderful than to be present atthe birth of a foal, and to watch its first actionsand impressions of the new life.

There ismuch for reflection in the first actions of anyfoal; but if you have cared for and petted themother herself from a foal, and her motherbefore her, you may receive the revelation of awonder vouchsafed but to few. But first of the mare—who is one of yourdear and cherished friends—who loves you tohandle her. Those with experience in suchmatters can foretell with considerable accuracythe near approach of the great event. Theexpansion of the udder with milk gives thefirst warning, further expansion and greathardness the next. The final indication is the 187



The horse, as comrade and friend T^i— The Horse, as Comrade and Friend coating of the tips of the teats with wax andsometimes the actual leakage of milk. Thevigorous movements of the foal can be feitand seen, and their effect on the mare must benoted. Every day be out early, rain or fine.If a wet cold snap comes on, it will almost surelydelay the birth until after its close, but do notcount on this with too great certainty, becauseother causes may counteract. It is a kindlyprovision of nature that a clear still morningwith good warmth in the early sunbeams,quickly taking the dew off the grass, does helpthe mare to her conclusion; so, on such a day,make your cup of tea and go to her extra early.If she is feeding as usual it means not yet;but if you find her standing or lying down thereis probability. If she is standing under theshade of a tree, it means not yet. A

marewon't foal down near a plantation or thicket—instinct following those prime val prejudices.You can judge the immediate prospects almostas soon as you get to her. If the foal occupiesthe usual position there will be delay, but if,from the changed contour of the flanks of themare, you can see there has been some displace-ment rearwards and upwards, you will nothave very long to wait. You can judge from the mare's expressionas you come up to her, and the turn of her eye,whether she is in any pain. Pat and pet her.She knows quite well what is going to happen, 188 ?



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend and is waiting for it. You can see that sheis grateful to you for coming to be with her,for if you move away a pace or two she willalmost certainly follow and stand by youagain. In a little while she will probably resther nose against your arm and quite likelystand there just touching you, for the confi-dence it gives her. You can feel the tensionwhen the pain comes, and teil just how long itlasts. If a bad one comes she will push againstyou quite hard. Don't talk to her. Juststroke and pat her. When the great pains begin she will move alittle way from you and lie down. Her eyesshow her distress as they seek yours in appeal.Go up to her and sit down in front of her head,for when the paroxysms come she may wantto roll over on either side. When the painscome stroke her on the forehead, hard. Holdand

pull her ears with both hands, massageboth cheeks together, then both eyes. Youcan see it helps her, for when they pass, shewill rub her nose against you and may evenlick your hand. Don't talk to her when thepains are on, just pull or push hard. She willhave intervals free from pain ; then get up andstroke and scratch her neck and head, herback and sides. She will lie flat on her sidein her relief, cocking back one ear fhe better tolisten to what you may say to her. Whenyou go back and sit in front of her again, her 189



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend affection for you is apparent in her every action.More great pains, with a visible displace-ment of her burden, then the final great con-vulsions. The girding up and concentrationof muscular effort is immense. The musclesof her neck stand out like ropes, her teeth areset, and in the paroxysms of her anguish herbreath is forced out explosively in jerks andmoans. As you bend over, stroking gentlybehind her trembling ears, even in this ex-tremity her wistful soul looks out to you intender regard. Now the actual extrusion begins. First abreaking up of the great waters which hadsurrounded the membrane enclosing the foal,and whose gradual accumulation has allowedhis greater freedom of movement, and are nowused to lubricate and ease his ejection. Thenthe protrusion of the

silvery semi-transparentmembrane, so delicate that it is like a fabricof white silk, and hidden within can be dis-cerned, as they emerge, shape3 of two tinyhoofs, then pasterns and fetlocks and thelong forelegs and knees. All are masked inthis beautiful shroud, with its delicate traceryof veins, for feeding its expansion with thegrowth of the foal. Examine it while youmay, for its existence and use is soon to beover. The mare's next spasm brings the out-line of the little nose into view, and with con-tinuous efforts the whole head is slowly 190



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend projected. Still the shrouded foal is sur-prisingly quiet, apparently comatose for thetime being; but the mare's greatest effort isto come when the massive bulk of shouldersand chest are to be thrust forth. It is goodto be here, for in this great effort you canassist most materially to save her the strain andits pains. It begins. Seize the legs of thefoal and pull hard. With a strange elasticresistance, the form of the little creatureemerges, and, as that wonderful umbilicalcord is severed and he begins his independentexistence, the shock startles him into con-sciousness. He throws out his head, strikesout with his forelegs, the enclosing membraneis broken and he takes his first breath. Helies on the grass panting and gasping.* The mare lies collapsed, and for a while, iswholly

unconscious, lost to her troubles anddead to the world. Draw the little fellowalong the grass by the forelegs around to hismother's head, so that, when she recovers,her foal may be the first thing she sees. Itwill save her a struggle to rise, and she willbe quite content. She will know you havehim safely in charge and are there to protecthim from enemies of every possible kind.Let her rest all she can. * The firat and supremely important thing to be doneimmediately after the birth of a foal, is to tie up and sterilisethe umbilical cord. Many foala are lost every year throughfailure to take this precaution. 191



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Now examine this newly-born, gasping,shivering little person. All of his previousexistence has been so warm and comfy, thatto be suddenly ejected from his agreeablehabitation, in an exceedingly moist condition,even into the sunshine of a May morning, isthe most chili and most surprising experience.He is very wet, feels the cold horribly, and isshaking all over with it. He sits up quitealert, but the bright sunshine makes him blinkand shut his eyes. His ears are quiveringwith the cold, but already he is using them—pricked forwards and backwards as they areattracted by the early morning sounds, thedistant bark of a dog, the lowing of a cow.What a perfect little thing he is ! That tinylittle nose and mouth ! His lips are moving,and you can just see the little pink tongue.That exquisite

little mane, with the curl inthe hair and the beautiful arch of his neck !His steaming coat shines in the sun, acurl andwavy. Look at the long yellow legs and theirclean-cut firm tendons; the very perfection ofmodelling! Now look out for the curious and mostinteresting vestigial zebra markings, whichmany foals possess, especially if they are gotby Arab sires. The markings are most clearlydistinguishable at birth and for the first fewweeka afterwards, but fade as the foal's coatgrows longer, and it quite often happens that 192
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend when the foal's coat is cast, and the new coatcomes on, they are not there at all. You maysee one ór more dark lines running parallelalong the spine from mane to tail, with strongly-marked, cloudy patches on the wither branch-ing off into rays on the shoulders and ribs.Look f or cross stripings on the inside and out-side of the knees and hoeks, the forearms andnear the pasterns, and on the thighs and hindpasterns. You may see rays on the neckand chest, and on the ears. But the moststriking of all, when well developed, are theconcentric semi-circular markings on the fore-head, and the stripes on the cheeks runningdown to near the nose. The arrangementsof the markings show considerable variationon the back, loins and body; but on the head,neck, withers and legs they

closely follow thestriping of the zebra, and prove most con-clusively that right away towards the dawn ofequine life the horse and zebra had commonancestors. It often happens in bright baysand chestnuts that dark marks are absent,but the striping is shown by wave lines in thehair. On the forehead this is particularlynoticeable.* Sometimes a wave-line in the *In Toluca, near Mexico City, the writer in 1908 saw andphotographed a red dan pony on which were moet prominentzebra markings in white, or rather very light yellow. Thefilm spool containing the pictures was, with several otherspools containing photographs of remarkable striped porties, 193
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend hair at its termination become a cohured line.The colour of the very early horse was mostprobably dun, and the dun pony and horse ofto-day often carry, even as adults, the mostpronounced vestigial zebraical markings. Thecolours and markings of horses are a mostfascinating study. In grey horses the zebramarkings sometimes appear as white stripes.The white " trees," on the hind legs of greyhorses with dark points, are a subject worthyof extended comparative examination andrecord. Then see the curious white excrescences,attaching themselves like snowballs at thebase of those beautiful feet. They are worthyof the most careful and special examination.They are fibrous, soft and springy, almostlike greasy rubber, but they project so f arthat clearly they would interfere

with his walk-ing. Little smears and pieces are alreadybreaking away. Obviously their attachmentis temporary. Do you know what they arefor 1 They are lubricating cushions on thesharp edges of the hoofs, to fend them fromcutting the caul when the foal is approachingmaturity and exercises the muscles of his legs.So long as the membrane remains intact, theaction of the lungs does not begin. All births most unfortunately the subject of an accident in which theywere all destroyed. Naturally, the lost pictures were thebest of all those taken. 194



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend are not as straightforward as that of this littleman. Wrong presentations sometimes occur.Sometimes the foal struggles within the mem-brane, his head is projected and withdrawn,and, if he had eut the membrane with hishoofs and had drawn but one breath, he wouldbe suffoeated, and a dead foal would bedropped.It is the kind of provision that might havebeen suggested by an Engineer if Nature hadcalled him in to advise her how to stop the killingof colts by this cause, but he would have beenpuzzled how to attach springy self-lubricatingpads to the hoofs. To Nature, in her dullold slow way, it presented just no difficultyat all. Why should it ? In her patentevolution machinery she had made hoofs fromhair by the simple proeess of making the hairsadhere together,

compressed into a solid andhardened fibrous mass capable of withstandinghard wear and tear ; so why should she notturn another handle, and arrange a prolonga-tion of these same hair fibres beyond thehardened section; but so that they shouldbecome more and more gelatinous as theyextended and finally become just plain lubri-cating material ? That evolution machine ofhers is a marvel; and that's just what oldDame Nature did, and then issued her survivalof the fittest edict that those foals, who grewfootpads, should have the better chance ofliving to propagate their kind, and that those 195



The horse, as comrade and friend ? The Horse, as Comrade and Friend who did not should mostly perish untimelyand leave no descendants. When the foalfirst endeavours to get up, he will slip on hislubricators leaving thick streaks of the jellyon the grass, and it is only when the softerropy mucilage has been rubbed of? and worndown to the harder material, near the hoofproper, that he will get any foothold at all. The foal's eyes are getting more accustomedto the brightness of the light and althoughhe still quakes with the cold and blinks a little,he begins already to take an interest in thethings of this wide world, in which he has sosuddenly found himself. The scent of thegrass is the very first thing that attracts himand he puts down his nose to touch and tosmell it. Once or twice he does so, andapproves. It is the grass that he touches.He knows

all about it, and, in that dreamland,has seen it before and the buttercups as well.A big buttercup touches his nose, but he dis-dains it, and pushes down to the young grassthat his dam found so sweet. The mare liesmotionless stretched out with closed eyes, thefoam about her nostrils and mouth and on theherbage, telling of the throes of the strugglesafely past. With clearing vision the foal looks about him.His eyes are wide open now, and comprehensioncomes into his gaze. He has seen all thesethings before, mistily maybe, but the same 196



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend things—grass and flowers, trees, sky. He hasrested quite still where you placed him, withthose long legs half tucked under him—andthey are so dreadfully long, and his knees soworkmanlike and big. A foal seems all legs,as if some three sizes too big had been allottedto him in error. Wait and see, they are hisbusiness ends, and in that long while ago itwas the foals, who could gallop, survived. He licks his lips and opens his mouth andmakes little jerks with his neck, and now heputs one foreleg out. It is not yet a full tenminutes that the little horse has been born, andyet, already he is anxious to rise. He puts theother foreleg out and makes his first ef?ort toget up. He slips on those padded feet, and,in the excitement of the tumble, utters hisfirst little cry. It is almost like the

bleat of alamb ; but it penetrates the poor fogged brainof the mother, and instantly she is awake, earsforward, eyes straining to see him, and sheresponds with a faint little neigh. She triesto rise, but is too weak—all the strength hasgone out of her, and she falls back. The foallooks round and stretches his little face to her,and again that little bleat. You push himforward, so that she can just touch and smellhim. A little further still. She is content,and, still lying down, just licks him with thetip of her tongue, her eyes closing again out ofpure weakness. But only for a moment. o                                        197



The horse, as comrade and friend ? The Horse, as Comrade and Friend' Bracing herself, she rolls up on to her knees,and, trembling with weakness, eagerly smellshim from head to foot. Yes, it's really andtruly her own. But as she begins to lick his face ever sogently, one of the big after-pains overtakesher, and she is forced to throw herself down.After the struggle she is exhausted, but happy,for she know3 you are looking after her foal.You talk to her, and it helps to keep her quiet;but the foal is getting obstreperous now. Hewants to get up and means to, so you pull himover to lie flat on his side, and, as he stillshivers, rub him to warm him. He likes therubbing for a little while; but the over-mastering desire to get up again seizes him,and he rolls up to have another try. He getsas iar as putting some weight on his forelegs,then flops over

ignominiously alongside themare, where for a time he is pacified, whileshe, now somewhat recovered, performs herfirst maternal duty of licking him all over.It is pretty to see the pleasure it gives her.Then energy again awakes within him, andthe legs are astir. His sole ambition is to getup. He rises on his knees and succeeds,groggily enough, in keeping himself up thusfar for a few seconds; then falls over on hisside and is quiet. But only for a little while.There is something more than mere volitionin these restless ef?orts to get up. There is 198



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend that within him, which impels. DameNature's evolution machine has been at itagain and has planted that hereditary spur.The foals that were not early on their feetand afield had the lesser chance of survival.Those who were up and doing, and able togallop within the fewest number of minutes,survived to propagate their like. It is oneof a myriad examples of the inexorable lawof the survival of the fittest. However often the foal tumbles over, theovermastering impulse is immediately againat work. Watch him for a little. The mareherself, with enormous effort, gets uponherlegs and stands there swaying and tottering,but determined not to go down again. Alittle yellow milk is spurting from her teats,and she rubs the foal with her nose and con-tinues to lick him. She is still so weak

thatperforce she has to stand where she is and letthe foal, in his gymnastics, wander a littleaway from her. What with the licking, theevaporation in the sunshine, and the increasingwarmth of his body, the colt is steaming andgetting dryer. Not the worst of tumblesdaunts him now. He has learnt the trickof putting out his forefeet wide apart to steadyhis swaying and is trying to get foothold be-hind. Many are the slips until the hind snow-balls disappear; but he struggles on, andwhen he does get a real grip, his propulsive 199



The horse, as comrade and friend I The Horse, as Comrade and Friend power is so great that he gets shot over on tohis poor little nose. Is he discouraged ? Nota whit. He tries it again, and gets a liketumble. He learns. Once more he makes atry, and, in a better balance of muscular efforts,he is actually up on four shaking legs, justlong enough to look round at his Mother andgive a little bleat of victory. Then the wholewobbling structure collapses, and he is on theground kicking out his disappointment. Hereassembles himself, and, in the interval ofrecoupment, has another sniff at the grass.He knows quite well what it is for, and nibblesat it. The spur is at him again. He fights hisway up on to the top of those tall legs, remainsperched up a little longer, wobbles about forhis balance, succeeds in maintaining it, wobblesagain, and tips over. He is perfectly indomit-

able. He is no sooner down than he startsa fresh effort. Look at the lines of resolutionin the muscles of his mouth and nose, as hemakes his next fight to get up. He rememberswhat happened to him before, and is verycareful when he gets to the top. Puts restrainton his muscles; wobbles a bit, but recovers;better sense of balance ; draws his head up,then lowers it a little; puts one foot a littlef orward and finds better support; then thenext and another—near risk of a tumble thattime—but recovery of balance quite good; 200
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend then a rest with a new sense of poise, and abobbing head looks round at the dam. Heactually tries to turn in her direction, makesthree wobbling steps, trips, and comes down.It has been big business, his flanks are heavingwith the exertion, and he is quite glad to resta little. But again the spur, and he is uponce more, making uncertainly towards hisMother. He has had many exertions. Forthe first time in his life he experiences a sen-sation of hunger. The sensation of hungerand his Mother are somehow inextricably con-nected together in his mind. The morehungry he feels, the more he wants her. The mare has had affairs of her own toattend to, and is resting; but all the whileshe has kept an attentive and sometimes evena strained gaze on her foal during his

tumbles.But she has been in no fear for him, partlyon account of her confidence in your presenceto protect him if need were, but mainly becausethat evolution machine of Dame Nature's hasimplanted the hereditary instinct in her mindthat this gymnastic exhibition of her colt, toits completion, is a necessary preliminary,both to her feeding him, and to her being ableto take him away if danger should arise. Inthe wild, foals are always dropped in a placefar removed from possible attack. The in-stinct, that this performance has to be gonethrough without interruption, is just as deeply 201
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend impressed upon her mind, as the instinct toimmediately get on his legs is impressed onthe mind of the colt. Of course if danger didactually arise, from a dog, from cattle orhorses on the move, or if she were apprehensiveof such danger, she would be by her foal in aninstant to protect him from all corners; andshe would give her life for him, whatever herown condition. Safe and alone, she will givethe foal room for his antics, and wait patientlyuntil she sees that he haa surmounted hisdifficulties and can stand up. Then she willset herself to give him his first meal. The foal is up and comes doddering along.Quite likely he has another upsetonthe journey,but picks himself up and reaches his goal.He is glad to be with her and fumbles at herwith his nose, while she bends down and lickshim

most lovingly. The conviction in thefoal's mind, now that he has reached her, thathis Mother has to do with food, grows infinitelystronger. He does not yet know what toexpect, but he snuggles his nose against her;then opens his lips and sucks at her hair. It isnot very satisfactory, but it's better thannothing. He tries a little further on, with noother result. But his hunger increases, andthe scent of his Mother's skin sharpens hisappetite. He gets impatient and pecks at her.Then searches about her forelegs and gettingno satisfaction, positively stamps with vex- 202



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend ation, loses bis balance, and down he goes.The mare licks his prostrate form, but thefoal is not enthused, and struggles up in doubléquick time for further investigations. The mare sets herself, and, wanderingaround, the foal gets right on to the target,but misses recognising it, although he comesaway with a streak of milk on his nose. Buthe has got a sniff of the milk, which quiteexcites him. He has got good balance now,although still wobbly. He is dead keen onthe matter, and searches all sorts of impossibleplaces far removed from the real source ofrefreshment. He keeps coming round to theforelegs, quite obviously of opinion that, ifthe source isn't there, it ought to be, or atleast in the immediate neighbourhood. In hisperigrinations he has twice got on to the targetitself, and has

again passed it by. The mareis utterly patiënt, but is convinced that inthis matter of search for sustenance she hasgot a fooi of a son. He is getting faint withhunger and wanders about, a little aimlessly,just smelling around in any old place, andentirely by accident, alights right on to thevery thing. Oh ! such a suck ! And another,and another ! His table manners are deplor-able, for those sucks can be heard half acrossthe field. Then he sets himself square down to thebusiness, all his legs planted out in the firmest 203



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend support. Suck—suck—suck. He pushes sohard that the milk in the other teat is forcedout in a fine spray over his nose and his face.Nothing matters. He is glued to that teatas if, once lost, it would be lost for ever andever. The old mare is frightfully pleased.He is not such a fooi as she thought. Thefoal's tail is ashake in the ecstasy of that firstlong drink, and the mare bends round herhead and licks it and to as far as she can reachof his rump. She heks his buttocks and hoeks—he is her very own foal. Every good thing has an end and, suck hardas he may, Mr. Foal has the dreadful factforced upon him that, still frightfully hungry,the sustenance has come to a conclusion. Hetries again. No result. It's altogether toobad. Once more. He thought he had got ataste of it that time and

perseveres, but nogood. This is terrible, and he withdraws tothink the matter over. A bnght idea strikeshim. He has discovered one favoured spot;and might there not be others ? He renewshis seareh. He is still of opinion that a Refresh-ment Bar should always be right in the fore-front of the premises, and accordingly rein-vestigates all the country around his Mother'sforelegs. Barren of all result. He considers,and it occurs to him that he has not yet ex-plored the off side of his dam and that theremight be surprises there. It is worth trying, 201



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend so round he waddies on legs, kept very wideapart for stability. It is no accident thistime, but the fair reward of a reasoned outconclusion and a diligent search over a veryextended area that he at last discovers a secondmagazine near the other, loaded with thesustenance he is seeking. He engages andpositively engorges. He sucks until he cansuck no more ; backs a little ; replete to un-steadiness, he circumnavigates the vitualler;incontinently tumbles down, and immediatelyfalls fast asleep. The mare drops her nose togive him just one touch, and then, with herhead held a little low, stands on guard. Sheshuts her eyes and lazily wags her long tailto flick of? the flies. It's more than likely shegets a snooze or two herself, and well shedeserves them. ***** All this time you have

kept quite quiet,lying down at a discreet distance, close enoughto see all that is happening and to give theconfidence of your presence to the mare, andyet far enough away to interfere in no waywith the foal. He sleeps for a good half hour, then awakesfull of strength and energy. He is in no doubtas to the object of his next move. Gets upand goes straight to the department of supply, 205



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend and finds that fresh stores have come in, andannexes the lot. The mare has been waitingfor this, and now that, for the time being, shehas been of all the use she can be to him, andafter a glance to see that you are still there,she decides that it is her turn to take a rest,sinks down on to the warm grass and rollsover, with a grunt of relief, flat on her side.This is a surprise to the foal, and at first hehardly knows what to make of it. He standsoff for a little, all eyes and ears, then some-what apprehensively approaches his prostrateparent and smells her. She seems all right,but he is not certain. He hesitates, thenmoves a little further, puts down his headand smells her again, and so on until he finallyconcludes that there's nothing much amiss.The mare lies motionless, except

for anoccasional flick of the tail. The foal is full andfeels quite good, and, the interest in his parenthaving subsided, draws himself up and looksabout for adventure. This is your great opportunity, so arise quiteslowly and stand stock still. Then it is thatthis great marvel happens. The foal looks atyou; knows you; recognises that old hat andcoat, and with a cheerful toss of the headmakes straight for you without any hesitationwhatever. Right up to you he comes, affec-tion for you gleaming in his beautiful eyes, andthere—with his dear nose—he touches your 206



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend outstretched hand ! Lower your hand quiteslowly and he follows up your arm, touchingand smelling your clothing, lifts his nose on toyour waistcoat and looks up into your face.Put your hand on his neck and stroke him.Scratch him, he loves it. Get to his witherand scratch, and—O Miracle !—he scratchesback. You can handle him anywhere, andin any way you like. You can lift either fore-leg, or lift him up by both. He has seen andliked you in the dreamland, and now he hascome to you, face to face, he accepts you,right there, as his best playfellow. There isno doubt as to his real affection for you. Youcan see it in his eyes. Put one arm round hisneck, and scratch him on the back and sides.He goes almost wild with delight, gives littlejumps off the ground with both

forefeet to-gether, twists his head round and gnaws atyour elbow. Release him, and take a stepor two backwards. Instantly he follows up,and pushes hard into you, begging to bescratched again. If you don't he will stampwith impatience, and if that is no good, he willjump up on you, quite likely putting bothfeet on your chest! Give him a real goodscratching again, like his Mother's lickings, allover. It entrances him. Then Me down onthe grass, take off your hat, and keep quietand see what he will do to you. He will smellyou first at what part is nearest, and work up 207



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend till he comes to your head. He will smellyour ear, your face, your hair, and then makea complete examination, finishing up withyour boots. Apparently all is satisfactory,and he is thinking of the next thing. If youstill keep quiet, it will intrigue him, and hewill lift up a forefoot and paw you with it.Quite slowly and gently to start with, but, ifhe fails to stir you up he gets impatient andpaws quicker and harder, first with one footand then with the other. Then rise slowly onyour elbow and, as slowly, put out your handand capture his foreleg. He is not afraidand will stop the pawing to bend down and snifiat your fingers. Shake the leg, it will amusehim and he will himself assist in the shak-ing of hands. At last he will pull back torelease it, but he will be quite ready to do itall over again. Then

get up—always slowly—and go towards the mare. He will f ollow;push into you; rub his neck against you fromintensity of pure affection for you; make off,as though to run away, and come back to you.That you should be made thus the object ofthe pure love of a creature so newly come intothe world is an experience that you will nevercease to wonder at, and for all your life thememory of that entrancing half hour will be apriceless and undimmed treasure.* *This is not a story of the imagination. It happened tothe writer exaotly as described. Twice since then have his 208



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend newborn foals recognised him in almost precisely the sameway, and with the same manifest pleasure. On the firstoccasion the writer was so dumbfounded with the surpriseof the occurrence that he could hardly believe his senses.But he had to ; for there was no mistaking the extraordinarypersonal affection for him of the newborn foal. The twolater cases put the matter beyond any question or doubt.It was thus that he was led to consider how this extraordinarything could be, and to develop the theory, set out in thischapter, as the best explanation of the f acts. It would greatly interest the writer to learn if others havehad any similar experience, or would take the trouble to tryto obtain it. It is so wonderfully beautiful, that it is wortha great deal of personal time and trouble. He has

been apony breeder for about 18 years and his animals have alwaysbeen very devoted to him. Nearly all carry the blood of histwo Arab stallions, Rohan and Marzouk (Vide Gr.S.B.Vol.XX.), and some combine it. This may have some bearingon the case, as all three foals had Arab blood, and the firstwas pure Arab. To any who desira to test the matter independently, thewriter suggests that they should follow the same course asthat by which the results were produced. Select a marewho has great personal affection for you, and let her be coveredby a stallion, who has the same great affection for you. Keepthe mare in a home paddock, so that you have many oppor-tunities of going to her during the whole period of her preg-nancy. When you are with her, pet her a great deal; handleher all over; scratch her neck and back; give her a littlesugar. If

you can help it never miss a day, and be with herat least 15 or 20 minutes daily. When you enter the paddock,call her, and make her come up to you, which she will do atthe cantor. During the last three months, that is to saywhen the foal receives his more defined impressions, go, ifpossible, twice a day to the mare, taking care to wear thesame old coat and hat. The mare will be delighted everytime with your attentions, and, if the theory is correct, allthese impressions are duly transmitted to the foal, and becomepart of his experience. Do your best to be present at theactual birth of the foal, which must take place in the samepaddock in which all these impressions have been received. 209



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend In a stable, or in another field, everything would be un-familiar to the foal, distracting his attention from you, and itis an object that it should be concentrated upon you. Nostranger should accompany you. You must be quite alone. In ono case, the writer did not arrive in time for the birth,and the foal was already upon its legs. The foal trotted upto him at onco with the same extraordinary manifestationaof pleasure and affection. August l&th, 1917. Since the above footnote was writtenwo more foals have been bom at Goldings this year, in whichinstant recognition of the writer, as the result of prenatalacquaintance, was conspicuously demonstrated. The firstwas a colt foal (now named " Rohan's Last Gift," as he wasthe last foal got by the old horse before his death by myhand on the

6th August, 1917, as a happy release from greatsuffering) by my Arab Stallion Rohan, ex Cubawinna, damWindermere, who had arrived in the early morning of the5th June, about half an hour before I came upon the sc?neand was still in the climbing-on-to-his-legs stage. He mani-festly recognised me with pleasure and made for me each timehe got up. He kept whinneying to me to come to him, andwhen I did so, rubbed his head and neck against me fromsheer delight. His keen affection for me is described by myfriends as truly remarkable. The second was a filly foal, " Exmarsa," by the thorough-bred horse Explorer ex my mare Marsanda (by Marzouk exSanderling), born on Sunday, the 22nJ July. Although over-due the filly's arrival was quite unexpected, as the mare hadnot begun to make up. A friend, Mr. William J. Cambridge, ofHazlewood,

Loughton, had called to see the amusing wayswith me of " Rohan's Last Gift," and I took him into thehome-field to find the little colt. It was seen that all themares had gone into the sheds to get away from the heatand flies, and as I entered the gate-way into the shed en-closure, I found a wee chestnut foal just born, which Marsandawas licking, with all the other ponies standing round in asemi-circle as most interested observers. It was lying ina very awkward place, most uncornfortably. The momentit saw me it stretched out its little head and neighed to me.It tried to get up to come to me. I petted it and made ithappy, and then determined to get it out on to the grass 210



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend And so, playing together, you come back tothe mare. She is quite strong now, and so isthe colt, and both are ready for anything.She gets up, and he revictuals himself. Whenhe is done you clap your hands, and the maretakes him off for his first canter. She goesquietly at first, looking back to see that thefoal follows, which he does gaily. Now watchhim closely. The mare starts with a slow trot,making a semicircle to let the foal get up toher. He makes a short cut, dodges round aclump of quickly growing thistles, and a littlelater round a fallen branch, showing that healready has knowledge of what they are, andthat they are things to be avoided. Hereaches his mother, and from pure joy boundsinto the air beside her. In a second boundhe throws his forelegs on to her back.

Thismakes her increase her pace, and the littlechap canters alongside, just at her shoulder.He is going quite strong, when he makes asudden slip, and over he goes. The marechecks herself, sees that nothing is amiss, and and into the sun. It had not found its legs, so there waadiffloulty in doing so, but it looked upon me as its best friend,and did all it could to help. Finally I got it on to the grassand its demeanour to me of pronounced affection excitedMr. Cambridge's extreme surprise. As he is the only man who, exeept myself, has seen thiscurious and interesting phenomenon of rccognition as theresult of prenatal acquaintance, Mr. Cambridge has kindlypermitted me to give his name and address as being a witnessthereto. 211



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend then goes ahead a little slower. It is evidentshe thinks she may have been going a littletoo fast on this first run round. He catchesher up in a jiffey, and moves along with histail aloft, prancing. Then she makes a prettysharp turn away from him, which he did notexpect, and so overshoots the mark, but hejoins her again, after a wide sweep. She goesthrough this manoeuvre again, and this timethe colt is more ready and the sweep is not sowide. She is taking him on quite a long trailthrough the field, which has little hills anddales in it, but at first she takes care to runalong the contours and not across them. Themare increases her pace to a slow canter andmakes more sharp turns. It is wonderful howwell the little ehap keeps up, and withoutany undue exertion. There is a large

pond in the field, formedby a high dam thrown across a valley; andalthough the top of the dam is her favouriteshort cut, she carefully avoids it, and, to keephim out of harm's way, makes a long detouraround the pond. They do a mile or more inthis winding course without stopping, andthey visit every part of the field. Then themare now does a rather remarkable thing;she makes her first stop at a long wire fence,with the clear object of drawing the foal'sspecial attention to it. Without even lookingat the fence he proposes to utilise the halt 212
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend for the immediate intake of more sustenance,but she won't let him, and manoeuvres him sothat he is pressed up against the wires, withhis head under hers, and so that he cannotget away. She keeps him there for two ofthree minutes, then trots along the wholelength of the fence and returns along it, andonly then Iets the thirsty foal have his drink. Up at the stables someone, forgetful oforders, Iets loose a white bull-terrier, and hisdelighted barking fills the air. You see himnosing up and down the lawn to piek up yourscent. He finds it, pushes through the ironfence, gets on your track and comes boundingacross the field. He is extremely fond of theponies and they are equally good friends withhim. They all smell and lick him to showtheir keen regard. Sam's last job at night isto go

round the horses and ponies in all thefields, all on his own, to see they are all right,and it is his first job in the morning to dothe same round as soon as he is loosed. Samraces up to you and jumps around as usual,then catches sight of his old friend the mareand starts off to pay his usual respects. Hullo !what is this ? She's got something with her !By Heaven, this must be looked into. Samis usually quite obedient and stays—more orless—at heel when you teil him to ; but on thisoccasion the excitement is altogether too muchfor him; and although you yell at him, he goes p                                             213



The horse, as comrade and friend * ?3 •? i Rptunda II, and Lynton with Sam up, 1912 \To face page 213



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend on—with pauses, because your yells teil himhis is a sinful act—ixntil he gets near the mare.She turns to move away, for, although she isvery fond of Sam, she is not quite certainthat, in this newness of things, he is to bealtogether relied upon not to chase the foal.As for the foal, he doesn't move; but standson legs very wide apart, gazing fixedly atSam. He has seen this white dog in thedreamland, and is not afraid; but the troubleis that Sam has not seen him; hence the ex-treme delicacy of the situation. Sam sitsdown, quivering with excitement, and gazesequally fixedly at the foal. The foal is taking a particular interest inSam, especially since he sat down, and doesn'tmove. But the mare continues to walk away,expecting the foal to follow. As she sees hedoesn't, she neighs to him, and the

foal turnshis head to look at her. Noting the growingdistance between himself and the commissariat,the foal gives a leap, and starts after his motherat full gallop. Too much for Sam ! who is upand after the foal, not with the least evil intent,but devoured with curiosity. The mare'sapprehensions are aroused, and, calling thefoal loudly, she breaks into a canter. Nowthese two act in perfect unison, and, withoutthe least hesitation on the part of the foal as tothe part he is to play, he races up to her farshoulder and keeps his place there. The mare 214



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend manoeuvres herself and curves her path, sothat she always keeps herself between Samand the foal. Sam has never seen the marefly away from him before, and, with the addedattraction of this little thing racing with her,thinks it a great game and humps himself toget up with them. You eall Sam but with noeffect, and the race continues all round thefield, until the foal begins to get a little pumped.The mare sees this, and, suddenly facing round,goes for Sam with open mouth and forelegsviciously striking at him. Sam was out forfun and not for a fight, so turns tail and plumpshimself down in some long grass. All thatcan be seen of him above it are his eyes andtwo cocked ears. The mare goes to the foal,who has dropped behind, sniffs him to see thathe is all right, and, catching sight of you,

makesin your direction, but bending her head to keepan eye on the traitorous Sam. The foal followsslowly behind, but, as soon as he sees you, uphe comes at a trot and pushes himself boister-ously against you. You pat him, scratch hisneck and back, from delight of which he rubshis head and neck vigorously up and downyour waistcoat. The old mare comes up andtouches you with her nose, and stands by—still with an eye on Sam.* So all is peace andharmony once more, and, in a moment or two, *In three days Sam and the foal were inseparable pais. 215



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend the foal, forgetting all else, is busy gatheringin his rations. *             *             *              *             * Consider for a moment what you have justseen. The foal has shown intelligence of ahigh order, keen affection, courage, good judg-ment and decision; all of which depend onexperience; a physical capacity to gallop atspeed, showing that his bones, muscles andligaments are in fine working condition: hehas recognised the meaning and potentialitiesof everything he has seen and has conductedhimself accordingly—and he is not yet threehours1 old ! Is he not truly the most wonderfulthing in the world ? 216
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The horse, as comrade and friend CHAPTER XIV TWO MYSTERIES NOT being a literary genius like mycousin Dion Clayton Calthrop, Isuspect this book to be full of trans-gressions against recognised literary canons;but it seemed good to try to avoid strewingits pages with an everlasting first personalpronoun singular, and in this I have managedhitherto to succeed; but the incidents to berelated in this last chapter are so very personalto myself that it has been beyond my abilityto handle them in the same impersonal way. ***** To the man who regards his horses merelyas so many racing or hauling machines formaking money, this and the previous chapterwill have no interest, and may appear ridicul-ous. There are others, and I believe a goodmany, who will appreciate the bearing of theseexperiences, which occurred exactly as I haverelated

them, upon the physiological inter-relationship of men and animals. At all events 219



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend to me they have given much to ponder over;and I have unfolded them somewhat at lengthin order that the precurrent conditions maybe understood. 1*                           1*                           n*                          *l*                          *?* Shortly after the dispersal of a great racingstud, I had the opportunity in 1911 of pur-chasing a very shapely little thoroughbredbay mare Windermere (1901) 14-2J hds. (byPride, ex The Lake by Barcaldine) who hadbeen covered by Persimmon's well-knownbrother Flor-di-Cuba (by Florizel IL). I pro-posed to breed Polo ponies from her. WhenWindermere first arrived and was turned outinto the home field, she was unusually wild,and refused to allow anyone to approach her.Evidently at some time and in some way shehad been ill-treated, for she hated the

sightof a man; and it was several weeks, althoughI used my most persuasive efforts, before shewould permit me to get anywhere near her.When finally she did surrender to my blandish-ments, it was in the most whole-hearted way;but she would have nothing to do with anyoneelse. Probably I was the first man to makea real friend of her. Anyhow, after a littlewhile I could do anything with her, and when-ever I came into the field she raced up to meand refused to leave me while I was there. 220



The horse, as comrade and friend .......         ...      .        .... The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Whenever I crossed the fence into the nextfield, she never took her eyes from me, butwaited for my return, and never left her placeat the fence. Curiously she was not jealousof my attentions to other ponies in her ownfield, and when I went up to them she waitednearby until I was free, and then foliowedme, wherever I went, just at my elbow. If Ilay or sat down on the grass, she had the habitof standing behind me with her head bent overmine, and every now and then used to lickme on the back of my neck. I never can resist being licked by a horse ;licking you and gently rubbing his nose andhead against you, with sometimes a gentlelittle nip, just as hard as he would give to hispet mare, are really the only means availableto him of showing the running over

of hisaffection for you. When Windermere's foal arrived on the 2ndMay, 1912, I was present and did what I couldto help her; for which she seemed to be extra-ordinarily appreciative, for she divided herattentions, and licked me almost as much asshe did her foal. Her filly foal, Cubawinna,became a great pet; and during that summerthe pair, when they saw me on the lawn, orgetting over the railings into the field, in-variably raced up to me at top speed. When weaning time came, Windermere wasgreatly distressed at losing her foal, and J



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend gave her a good deal of extra petting, whichshe returned with many signs of her affectionfor me. It was at that time that she got badlyentangled one night in a wire fence; so badlythat she could not move. I heard her callingto me when I awoke about 6 o'clock in themorning, and got up to see what was thematter. As I came up to her, she kept onwhinnying to me, to teil me all about it. Aftera great deal of work I got her out of the trouble.She realised I was helping her ; did not struggle,and did just what I wanted her to do. She always knew when Saturday afternoonand Sunday came ; for on those days—andnot on any other weekday—she would alwaysfeed quite near the iron railing of the garden,or stand for a long while looking over it, on theoff chance of seeing me. If she saw me

in thedistance, she kept on whinnying until I wentup to her. I mention these things to showthat I had a very special attraction for her. ?             *             *             *             * In the early morning of the 18th March, 1913,at 3.20 a.m. I was awakened from the mostdense sleep; not by any noise or neighing—but by a call conveyed to me—I know nothow—from Windermere. I could hear no-thing—not a sound outside, although it was aperfectly still night—but as I became fully 222



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend conscious I feit the call in my brain and nerves,and I knew that Windermere was in direstextremity, and was entreating me to eomeinstantly to her aid. I threw a coat over mypyjamas, pulled on my boots and ran acrossthe garden for all I was worth. There was nocry; but in some extraordinary way I couldteil exactly from what direetion this soundlessS.O.S. call was coming, although it was per-ceptably feebier than when it awoke me. Assoon as I left the house I realised, to my horror,that the call came from the direetion of thepond. I ran on, but the S.O.S. became fainterand fainter, and had ceased altogether beforeI could get to the pond. As I came near, Icould just make out the surf ace of the watercovered with ripples, which had not yetsubsided, and, in the centre, a dark

masssilhouetted against the reflection of the dimlight of the sky. I kuew it was the body ofpoor Windermere and that she was dead. *             *             *             *             * The poor mare was not got out until midday,and it was not till then that we understoodexactly what had happen ed. That she hadevidently gone for a drink from the steep sideof the dam and had slipped in, we alreadyknew from the marks on the grass, which wereplain to see; but we could not understand 223



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend why she had not been able to swim ashore.In the water, which was very deep, she hadstruck out to swim and in some way had thrownher right foot through her head-stall. Shehad made a most gallant struggle to free herleg, as the condition of the headstall showed.She had broken part, and the rest was nearlybroken through—a little more and she wouldhave been free. In her death agony she slippeda filly foal by Rohan, and its poor little bodywas found floating beside its Mother's. ***** I can only relate the facts. I cannot explainthem. Call it, if you please, a case of mentaltelepathy, but it does not get one very muchnearer. One deduction does, however, emergewith clarity—the receiving and transmittingapparatus must have been very closely attuned.I loved the mare, and the

circumstances of herdeath made the most profound impression uponme. Even now, if I catch sight of anythingfloating in that pond, with the smallest resem-blance to what I saw that night, the memoryof it gives a stab at my heart. ***** I have never known a cheerier foal. Shewas the gayest, most lighthearted, happiest,merriest little fairy that ever was born. She 224



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend lived but a little time on this earth ; but thereis one who to his dying day will never forgether. In eolour she was the most perfect goldenchestnut; a coat as soft as silk and the brilliancyand sheen of it was a thing to marvel at. Hermother was the chestnut thoroughbred Maria(1900) by Orvieto by Bend Or, ex CountessMacaroni by Victor Chief (see G.S.B. Vol.XX.), and her sire was my grey Arab StallionMarzouk (G.S.B. Vol. XX.). It was in theearly days of my little stud at Goldings, andMafia was the first thoroughbred mare I bought.I made much of her and she became greatlyattached to me. Marmafia was the first foal I helped to bringinto the world. It was a wonderful Maymorning after a most exquisite sunrise of pearland opal—a day to be thankful one was aliveto see. And the

watching of this great mysteryof birth and the after happenings, made it awonderful day indeed to me. Marmafia wascheery and liked me from the very beginning.I remember how astounded I was at the self-possession and acuteness of a thing so newlyborn. I had seen babies, puppies and variousother little beasties shortly after their birth,and had expected something of the sameinertness and helplessness; but here was acreature, ten minutes' old, who knew all aboutthings ! I was lying on the grass stroking thelittle thing and scratched her on ohe wither, 225



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend and, hang me ! if she didn't turn her headround and scratch me back on the arm. Istarted in amazement, for it was one of themost curious experiences I had met with ina somewhat variegated life. I did it again andagain ; and every time I scratched her witherand shoulder, she scratched back! To aknock-down fact of this kind there is no gain-saying, and, as the French say, it gave mefuriously to think. I did not know then asmuch as I do now about the arrival of foals,and, when she commenced the struggle to riseand kept falling back, I took compassion onher weakness and helped her to get up. I dida great deal for her, which later I learnt towatch, with spell-bound interest, other foalsdoing for themselves. I helped her to standup and balance herself and then to make astep or two

forward. This took me quite awhile, and the mare, when she began to getbetter and able to notice things, kept a watch-ful eye on all these proceedings. The energythis little beast expended in its continual effortsto get up was surprising and I had to let it liedown a time or two to rest, when the mutualscratchings were repeated with increasingardour. It was a great time, and I don'tknow who enjoyed the fun the more, the foalor I. After a while, I got her so that she retainedher balance quite nicely standing; but she was 226 f . _„_____?



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend still very wobbly when she tried to moveahead and I had to steady her. She graduallyimproved so that I was encouraged to let hertry to go ahead herself, which she essayed todo, meeting with signal disaster after aboutten steps. She was not at all happy on thegrass and her eyes plainly invited me to giveher assistance to get up. There were perhapsa dozen of these catastrophes, and, each timeshe went down, she waited for me to help herup. She had learnt that it was easier. Onceup she was quite happy and quite willing tostay by me ; all the more so, because she sothoroughly enjoyed the scratching I gave heron the neck and back. Then she began tonibble and suck at my coat. Pangs of hungerhad seized her. There was some sugar dust inthe bottom of the sugar pocket, and I

wettedmy finger, and, sugar-coated, put it in hermouth. There was no delay in the decisionshe took about that! My aunt, how shesucked ! She was perfectly wild after it! Ibacked a little and she was after me in a second—knew it was the fingers that tasted so good,and wasn't happy till she got them. Therewere no more falls after she had tasted thesugar! She foliowed me, all on her own,for quite a hnndred yards, without one tumble.With the exception of once or twice, whenfrom weakness or pain she lay flat on her side,the mare never took her eyes off the foal; 227



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend but she knew me so well that it was plain shewas content to leave the foal in my charge.As I brought the foal near, the mare whinniedand endeavoured to rise ; but had not thestrength. So I took the little thing right upto her, and their noses met. The foal wasenormously interested, smelling the mare'sface, her eyes and her ears ; and the marelicked the foal's feet and its forelegs, as highas she could reach. It was a pretty sight tosee the affection in the mare's eyes. Then Itook the foal away a little, and the mare madeanother effort to get up. Very tottery at first,she came slowly along to the foal. She smeltit all over and then began to lick it. Thefoal stood with legs very much apart, balancedwell, and evidently liked it. After a little she turned and sniffed at themare's chest

and began to suck it and I movedaway to see what would happen next. Thefoal got more and more agitated and suckedhard and began to seek for more solid susten-ance. The mare set herself to accommodate,but the foal—and, as I found out afterwards,they never are at first—was not successful inits search. Like so many of the others I havesince seen, it seemed to have made up its mindthat what it sought was to be found near themare's front legs, and would not get away fromthere. With my superior knowledge I en-deavoured to assist; clasped the foal, and 228



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend urged it to come with me. Not a bit of it!It got quite impatient, and when by mainforce I brought its little nose to the right place,it rejected my advice and struggled mostdesperately. Every time I tried to get contactit was the same. At last a happy thoughtstruck me ! I put my finger in the sugar dustand offered it to the foal. Instant success !The vacuüm inside that foal was somethingterrible. I just drew my finger along and thefoal foliowed up, and held on to the fingerlike grim death, in one perpetual suck. Withsome manceuvring I got my finger alongsidethe proper article, and, with a jerk, transferredit into the finger's place. Eureka ! ?fC                                 3p                                 3|»                                 S|6                                 SfE That was the beginning of the acquaintance.I

was simply fascinated with my new treasure,and hurried back from my work in the Cityto learn more of this world of new problemswhich it presented. Putting on the old coatwith the sugar pocket, I made my way in thehome field to where the mare was busy feeding.The foal was close by, sound asleep. I ap-proached as quietly as possible not to awakeit; got within five yards and lay on my elbowin the grass. It was not me, but a very per-sistent fly, that eventually awoke it. It kickeda little in its sleep, but the fly came back each Q                                                   229



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend time to the identical spot. A few more ofits own kicks awoke the foal, but it still laylazily with its eyes only beginning to open.Then suddenly it put up its head and caughtsight of me. To my exceeding joy it wasn'ta bit frightened; looked hard at me, and, withobvious pleasure, recognised its pal of themorning! I did not know then what anenormous attraction a man lying down motion-less, even a stranger, has for a foal. I keptperfectly quiet and left the next move to thefoal. Looking at me it rolled up on to a levelkeel, leisurely put out one foreleg straight infront of it, then the other; made as though itwould get up, but abandoned the effort. Thenit yawned two or three times, and indulged ina most tremendous stretch. Thus refreshed,it looked at me steadily for a few seconds, thengravely nodded its

head up and down as thoughcoming to a decision. I lay low and saidnothing. It got up, shook itself, stretched onehind leg out almost horizontally, and then camealong. I kept dead still. The foal came andsmelt me ; starting with my arm and workingup to my shoulder, it became especially inter-ested in my ear. What the special attractionwas I could not guess. It smelled up anddown me several times, but always came backto the ear, and with its lips played with it.In the course of this investigation she pushedmy hat off. It startled her, but after a pause 230



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend she investigated the hat, dismissed it, andreturned to the ear. The smell tests havingconcluded quite evidently in my favour, Iawaited with interest the further developmentof the inquest. Quite slowly she lifted a fore-leg and put it in the middle of my back ! Twoor three times she stroked me with it, andthen put it down. Then she smelled me somemore, and lifted the other leg and pawed at meagain. Then I put my hand out and shookhands with her, which amused her vastly.Holding her leg I moved it up on to my knees,took hold of the other leg, and, as I rosé up,lifted her, and put her feet on my chest. Shedid not even attempt to struggle, but seemedto think it an ordinary proceeding, and quitepart of the game. She had no fear of me atall, and raised her little head to my face asthough to kiss

me. I was so delighted andthrilled, that, although it was many years ago,I remember it all as though it were yesterday. Lifting her up and putting her forefeet onmy chest, and later over my shoulders, did,in fact, become an ordinary proceeding. Sheloved it—especially when, in this position, Iscratched her with both hands on the withersand back—so much so, that she got into theway of jumping up of her own accord, and,what was really surprising, was uhe extraordi-nary gentleness with which she put her fore-feet on me. She took the greatest care to not 231



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend in any way hurt me. When she was abouta month old she always saluted me, on myfirst coming into the field, in this way—thenwould seamper back to hermother, jump up, puther feet momentarily on her back, and raceback to me to give me another embrace. Butalways, notAvithstanding her high spirits, withthe utmost gentleness. Often when followingme about the field, if she thought I was takinginsufficiënt notice of her, she would rear upand put her forelegs over my shoulder. Iwould catch hold of her feet and she wouldwalk like this quite a long way. Her caperswere wonderful. She always indulged ingymnasties in the doublé run between me andher mother, rising up often, with her forelegshigh in the air, and going on her hind legsalone. Then she would dip down, and givealmost

vertical kicks in the air with her hindlegs; finishing up with the most marvellousseries of bounds and bucks, all the while squeal-ing with delight. That was before the days of the biograph,and I would give a great deal to have now arecord on the film of some of her wonderfulexhibitions. They were the very acme ofbeautiful physieal movements prompted bythe sheer delight of being alive, and I do notconceive how they could possibly be excelledby any living thing. One of her most remark-able gaits was a prancing movement, with her 232



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend nose high in the air, neck arched and drawnfar back, tail high and waving like a flag, andpicking up her feet for all the world as if shehad been taught the Spanish walk. Out ofsheer excess of spirits, she would race up to theother mares in the field and treat them as shedid her own mother. At first they resentedit, but after a while they regarded her as aspecially privileged person, and really liked it.They always watched her, as one watches aStar Performer, when the fit came upon her toplay these mad pranks. They were reallyfond of this little sprite, and two of them,who had their own foals, did a thing which Ihave not seen before or since—they allowedher an occasional suck—a privilege indeed. She never left me for long, whenever I wasin the field. She got to know the sugar pocketso

well she would put her nose in it and posi-tively refuse to take it out until she had grabbedat least one lump. She would always suck orlick my fingers whenever I gave her the chance.If I sat on the grass she would come behindme and put one foreleg over my shoulder, andsometimes both. She would take my hat off andshake it, drop it on the grass, and then nibble atmy ears. She always had a fancy for my ears.I cannot conceive why, and licked and nibbledat them, but never once hurt me Her gentle-ness in everything she did was her greatcharacteristic. She was tremendously keen in 233



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend searehing for my handkerchief, which shewould pull out of my pocket. The first timethat she got it entirely out was the onlyoccasion on which I ever remember to haveseen her really scared. There was a big wind,and as she pulled it out it flapped across herchest. She gave a big jump and broke awayat a gallop, with the handkerchief still in hermouth. It fluttered in the wind and scaredher still more, but she wouldn't or hadn't thesense to let it go ; and there she was racing allround the field in the maddest way, with thehandkerchief alternately beating against herneck or fluttering in front of her. It was atruly comical sight, and, only after she hadgone round the field several times, did shedrop it through stumbling and having to openher mouth. It was characteristic of her thatshe foliowed the

handkerchief as it blew alongthe grass, and, when it came to rest, smelledand pawed it, and then came back to me.For some days afterwards she was still a littlescared when she pulled the handkerchief rightout; but afterwards it became one of her mostcherished accomphshments. She would raceup to her mother and the other mares with itin her mouth and scare them to death, to herown infinite delight. Never before or sincehave I seen such a merry little creature withsuch a keen idea of fun. I never got tired ofwatching her. She was always doing some- 234



The horse, as comrade and friend The Hor se, as Comrade and Friend tbing original and amusing, and often, I amsure, to please me. When I called to her shewould come to me like a dog. In many of her funny little ways she re-minded me irresistably of a Shire cart foalwhose most ardent af?ection I had managed,when a small boy of five or six, to draw downupon my devoted head ; but that cart foal wasso much bigger than I was then that he used tobully me quite a bit. Marmafia had the habitof pressing up against me as though physicalcontact with me gave her keen pleasure, andshe used to rub her head and neck against mein a frenzy of af?ection. So did the long-agoShire foal, but I was so small then that in thevigour of his amiability he used often to knockme down, to the great amusement of myfather and his friends ; but I loved that bigand strong

cart foal very dearly all the same,and we were inseparable pais. 1*                   *!*                   *F                   *l*                   1* This little Marmafia had a very happy sum-mer, when her mother, who had not done welland had had to have veterinary attention,sickened, and one morning was found dead,with the poor puzzled foal standing beside her.It was a great misfortune, and tha little thingmissed her mother very much and often calledfor her; sometimes most piteously. So I was left 235



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend to do what I could for the orphaned filly. Shewas brought up to the stables and given cow'smilk and everybody petted her, but it did notsuit her. She had commenced to feed on thegrass, and the vet. advised that she shouldagain be turned into the field. The two otherniares helped her a bit, but naturally kept mostof their milk for their own foals. I impressedupon the vet. how fond I was of the little thing,and begged him to spare no trouble or painsto get her well; but the event proved that hisscience was unequal to the emergency. Evennow I cannot bear to look back upon thistime. The little thing was ill and unhappy.It was a sore trial to me to feel how helpless Iwas in such a case. The filly was obviouslylosing flesh, but everything was done for herwhich the vet. directed. *             *             *       

*             * After her mother's death the intensity of thefoal's affection for me was quite pathetic, andin the early mornings and late evenings Ispent as much time as I could with her. So long as her strength lasted she alwaysmet me with the rear up and the gentle placingof her little feet on my shoulders. She neverdid that to anyone else, but only to me. Itwas a special favour. At any time I had onlyto pat myself on the chest for her to respond 336



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend at once and put her feet there. Tt amused herto walk after me with her feet on my shouldersOften she gave me a lick or two on the face byway of a kiss. As long as I was in the fieldshe never left me, and when I went up to theother ponies she was never a yard away. ?            *            *            *            * Eventually we had to bring her into thestables, and all was done to make her as com-fortable and happy as possible, for it was plainthat she could not be with us for long. Evenwhen her weakness make it impossible for herto stand, her cheeriness and indomitable spiritnever left her. She always neighed to mewhen I came in to see her, and did all she couldto rise and was absolutely happy while I waswith her. I spent all the time I could withher. Very urgent business compelled me eachday to

go to the City, but I came back as soonas I could. ik                      3|t                      )k                      jft                      ifc One morning, as I was getting into mycarriage to catch my usual train, an impulseseized me to go to her yet once again. Alittle neigh and such a pleading look was toomuch for me. I had a very important meet-ing, but I telephoned that it was impossiblefor me to attend. I shall be glad all my days 237



The horse, as comrade and friend > The Horse, as Comrade and Friend' that I had the wit to understand and answerthat appeal so that I spent those last threehours with her, soothing and petting her. Isat on the straw and she lay with her head onmy lap—licking my fingers. She kept hergaze on me the whole time, and I can neverforget the love-light and sweet expression ofher eyes. Every now and then she gave meher little neigh. Towards the end I think shecould not see me very well, for she strained tolook at me. As I stroked her I feit she wasgetting colder and colder. I kissed her andspoke to her as I would to a dying child, andshe opened her eyes to try to see me and gaveme that little neigh once or twice more. Allthe while she kept licking my fingers—slowerand slower— and when the last little shuddercame she was still trying to lick them and hertongue

remained touching my hand. And soher dear spirit fled. 3)6                               3(C                                !JC                               ?j!                                ?jC And whither ? 238
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The horse, as comrade and friend AFTERWORD IHAVE been much criticised for my repre-hensible habit of keeping ponies. I havebeen told that, as a poor man, it was a criminalwaste to spend good money on a number ofuseless animals. My depravity has been dis-cussed with my friends and relations, and evenmy sanity has been impeached. Painfulvisions of the Workhouse have been dangledbefore me, as my destination here below,preeursory to a torrid if not wholly incandescenthereafter. It is a discouraging enough pros-pect to hold out to a person whose fa uit is thatthe blood of many generations of horsemenflows through his veins ; but, goodness knows !Even that sweltering abyss may have its eom-pensations. Perhaps it is there that Elijah'shorses of fire are still stabled. Surely thecharioteer's job, even if a hot one, would beextraordinarily

interesting ! But the ponies have had their very greatuses—at all events to me. It is true that I,like so many other men of late, have had veryharassing times to pass through—the closureof a great railway enterprise owing to the chaos 239
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The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend in Mexico, and of other important railwaywork in India due to the War—in which allpersonal expenditure has had to be reducedto the minimum; but the ponies have wellearned their keep, pasture in summer with alittle hay in winter, which is all they get.Their af?ection and cheerful mentality havebeen so really helpful to me. They are alwaysso pleased to see me and their welcome is sogenuine! Ponies ne ver carry glum f aces and castno reproaches, ever ! When I am with myponies, Icannot helpthrowing off all the worriesand troubles of the City, and, for the timebeing, forget them so utterly that the mentalrefreshment is quite surprising ! For the last six years I have had a problembefore me, the solution of which has taxed tothe utmost all the brain power and inventivefaculties of

which I amcapable. It has been theinvention of life-saving apparatus for the air—the automatically opening Aeroplane Parachute.That I have succeeded, almost beyond myanticipations, I can say with the utmost truth,is directly due to the assistance given me, intwo ways, by my ponies. As to the first way, they have composedmy mind from all troubles and left me with aperfectly clear brain to visualise the verycomplicated forces with which I had to deal,and to think out the theoretical results of theirinteraction. As a matter of fact, nearly all 240



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend the important solutions arrived at were at-tained in their company. There was nooccasion more favourable for thinking out themore abstruse problems, than when I wasable to lie out under the stars on a summer'snight, with one warm pony stretched out for aback rest, and the others lying close aroundme. As to the second way, the habits I hadacquired of making close and minute obser-vations of the actions of my porties, which aregoverned by a multiplicity of direct, remoteand interacting stimuli, undoubtedly quickenedmy abilities to perceive and understand theextremely abstruse forces which enter into anddetermine the actions of Parachutes, in thevery different circumstances of their dropsfrom Free and Captive Balloons, fromAirships and from the different types

ofAeroplanes, and to learn how to control theseforces so that the nature of the Parachute hasbeen changed from that of the most waywardand unruly libertine, into that of a staidmachine, of which every detail, and its action,is under absolute control. The inter-corelation of circumstances isalways a grim mystery to some dull people,and the aforesaid detractors, of my ponies andmyself, of course never dreamed that I wasbreeding ponies that could help to inventParachutes. In the National Pony Society's 241



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend Show at Islington these Parachute Poniesought to have a Class to themselves. My taming of Horses and Ponies has mostcertainly helped me to tame that most uncannybeast the Parachute, and, when our Airmen'slives are being saved in hundreds by the" Guardian Angel" Parachute, to my ponies,God bless them, must be given quite a bigshare of the credit. Note.—The above was written in 1917, when theGuardian Angel Parachutes, with their " positiveopening" and "tangle-proof rigging" which havenever once failed to function exactly as they weredesigned to do, had been used most successfully, andwithout any mishap whatever, for dropping " secretservice agents" at night from aeroplanes on topositions previously selected behind the German Unes.The Guardian Angel

Aeroplane Parachutewas perfectedand standardised in June, 1916, after innumerabletrials and tests, private and official, from GovernmentAeroplani.s; since which date official records showthat more than 8,000 Flying Officers were killed inmachines falling in flames or broken in the air. Ithas been estimated that of these dead air-fighters atleast half of them would have been saved alive ifthey had been provided with these life-saving para-chutes. It was the very efficiency of the parachute,for its life-saving purpose, which led to its undoingand condemned its use ; for the authorities at theHotel Cecil, who decided such matters, took the viewthat if this appliance were to be placed at the serviceof Flying Officers, for use and escape in case ofaccident, machines might be needlessly crashed. 242



The horse, as comrade and friend The Horse, as Comrade and Friend It was not until newspaper correspondents at thefront, in July, 1918, were constantly reporting theescape by parachute of German of?icers from burningor broken aeroplances that the Air Ministry, over-whelmed by indignant protests from all sides thatour fighting of?icers had not similar protection whichthey had so frequently asked for, at last gave ordersfor all military machines to be so provided. Thefirst 200 machines were in course of being fitted withGuardian Angel Parachutes when the Armistice ofthe llth November intervened to prevent the demon -stration of their utilities in actual warfare. Mr. Calthrop was honoured by the King of Italywith the Cross of Chevalier of the Order of St. Mauriceand St. Lazarus, in reoognition of the exceedinglyvaluable services rendered by his

parachutes on thePiave front in dropping secret service agents behindthe Austrian lines. This successful work was beingcarried out at just the time when, in reply toquestions from hon. members urging that parachutesshould be adopted for life-saving purposes, the Under-Secretary to the Air Ministry was repeatedly assuringthe House of Commons that " no parachutes suitablefor use from an aeroplane had yet been arrived at." Printed by Miller, Son é Oompy., Fakenham end London.
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